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Around Town. 


I suppose ail those who can have gone away 
somewhere for the summer. I know of noth- 
ng more absurd than the. migration of the 
majority of those who feel it to be absolutely 
necessary to take a trip, or have a: cottage, or 
spend a couple of months in the country. 
here are few places as favorably situated as 
oronto for spending the summer. It never 

gets very hot here, and when the temperature 
rises, we have the Island, lakeside parks and 
excursion steamers galore, and if there is 3 
breeze anywhere, we can find it and get back 
home at night to a comfortable 
bed. In spite of this, Toronto peo- 
ple feel that they are out of luck 
if they can’t go away to some sea- 
side resort, or up the lakes, where 
such discomforts as they would 
not tolerate at home are the in- 
variable rule. Of course a change 
of air is a good thing, but is this 
half considered by those who are 
on pleasure bent? Thote who go 
up to Lake Simcoe, Georgian Bay 
and Muskoka, obtain a change of 
air, for the altitude is some four 
hundred feet greater; but on the 
Island, as well as along the shore 
of Lake Ontario, the change is in- 
significant and can be had without 
a change of residence, by taking 


excursions on the lake. 


In Muskoka, if you have a cot- 
tage, the troubles of housekeeping 
are increased by the distance from 
the source of supplies and ser- 
vants are hard to manage. In the 
majority of the hotels the con- 
veniences are scant, the hotel- 
keepers inexperienced, the pleas- 
ures few and the organization of 
the guests for the proper spend- 
ing of the time neglected. Some- 
how people seldom think far 
enough ahead to make their sun.- 
merings as pleasant as possibl . 
If they buy or build a cottage they 
are tied to the same place year 
after year and it grows mono- 
tonous. The house-boat is the 
best scheme there is for a sum- 
mer change. It is cheaper and 
infinitely more delightful than.a 
cottage. One nicely finished and 
furnished, with bunks for twelve 
or fifteen can be built for a thou- 
sand dollars, including a sail-boas 
and pair of skiff. When you 
want to use it for a “stag” party 
it can be towed to the fishing 
grounds in Georgian Bay early in 
the season. When the family cr 
two families use it, they can em- 
bark at a convenient port, store 
the larder and icehouse and be 
towed to some island or tie up 
near the cottage of some friends, 
moving away when the impulse of 
change takes possession o! the 
owners. Two families can easily 
find room in a house-boat of this 
sort, using it both together or in 
rotation. If the ladies are timor- 
ous a camp outfit can be taken 
along and the tent ereted on 
land, or if the party is too large to 
sleep comfortably on the boat a 
tent can be used as a sleeping 
annex, with the boat as culinary 
headquarters. In this way fifteen 
or twenty people could explore 
Georgian Bay and the Muskoka 
lakes, testing the fishing in bays 
and rivers and photographing all 
the points of interest. A ladies 
school could spend the vacation 
in botanical, geological and pisca- 
torial pursuits, and if the house- 
boat idea grew as it ought to, con- 
genial spirits could found quite a 
village of floating habitations 
which would not be tied to any 
locality or company. 

The house-boat is the demo- 
cratic summer resort. It embod- 
ies the idea of change, congenial 
company and adventure. It is the 
creme de la creme of summering, 
of unhampered idleness, of having 
a good time, of the ability to escape 
from uncongenial surroundings, 
from unhappy companions. If you 
want the Thousand Islands for 


@ summer you have only to hire a pas-; Next year I'm going ‘o have a house boat or | While the evil-smelling water drips down | 


sing tug to take you there; if a river invites | perish in the attempt, and I advise the boat | your neck, you hastily hunt for dry spots on | 
the edges of the revolving towel and even after | 
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northe mother, neither the guests nor the pro- 
prietor will be happy. The little beggar is teeth- 
ing, we may say. He needs a change of air and 
acool temperature. His lungs are good, and he 
would squall a hotel tired in an hour. What 
is to be done? His laundry arrangements in 
themselves are not easy to provide for. A 
cradle, rocking chair and food are alone diffi- 
culties not to be overcome on an excursion 
steamer or summer hotel. The house-boat 
fixes it; the nurse and the conveniences can 
be provided, the tent and the squalling can go 
together, and the most difficult period in mar- 
ried life—how to summer a baby—is settled. 


Adelaide 


your fancy the steam launch of a friend will | builders of our lake ports to be enterprising 


tow you to the desired place. It discounts a 
cottage one thousand per cent. for comfort and 
in its adaptability to the wants of the hunting, 
fishing and domestic elements of a family it is 
he solution of the summer, hunting and fish- 
ng problems. Venice with its gondolas, Canada 
ith its canoes, the ocean steamer with its 
pomforts are united in an inexpensive scheme 
for pleasure and convenience and change of 
e*s 
After all in a sche me forsummering what is 
ly the greatest difficulty to surmount? 
bies! The time when we want to go some- 
here and enable the wife to have a change of 
ne and circumstance is when there is a 
ungster so immature that he or she may be 
pected to yell ten hours out of the twenty- 


| and build thirty or sixty, for they will have 


| easy sale, It isanew idea in this country buta 
most popular one. On the Thames in England 
one can see a thousand of them; the love of 
change and the economics of the plan must 

| make the idea popular here, and I presume 

| there are not twenty now afloat. 

a * * 

| Ofall the means of spending a horrible, mos- 

| quito-bitten, dyspeptic summer, boarding at a 
farm house or country tavern is certainly the 
worst, Those who live in cities are accustomed 
to comforts which cannot be found in the or- 
dinary country house. In the country hotel 
you may be sure the city stomach and cultured 

; taste will find no sympathy. A recent experi- 
ence gave me an opportunity of refreshing my 
memory with regard to the wayside hostelry. 
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was expected to rise for breakfast at seven a.m., 
and if I failed todo so a bell was rung every 
five minutes until I had been disposed of in 
connection with the morning meal. In every 
two cases out of three I had to go down to the 
common wash-room behind the bar for my 
morning ablutions. In a galvanized iron wash- 
dish a quart of rainwater could be obtained 
filled with wrigglers and bad smell]. After 
wetting your face with this fluid, the exciting 
part of the performance began. A towel of the 
endless chain pattern hung ona roller, already 
moist and discolored by frequent use, Perhaps 
twenty people had already wiped upon it! 


LOVE’S MESSENGER. 


| 
timer unmoistened surface has been dis- 


wrigglers which have been taken on in an ill- 


advised attempt to be clean. 


In the dining-room, break fast is standing; the | 


pork is cold and crackling; the potatoes watery 
and guminy ; the eggs are fried on both sides, 
and the coffee boiled and muddy. True, there 
are pies and marblecake, syrup and preserves, 
but who can eat such things for breakfast? In 
the stuffy parlor, rigorously closed to the fresh 
air and the sun lest flies get in and the sun 
fade the rag carpet, you sit down to write a 
letter. The landiady brings in the baby and 
endeavors to be entertaining. The infant 
squails and she unbuttons such an unlimited 


r. A hotel will answer for neither the baby ' There was no privacy except in my bedroom, I ‘ sec.ion of her dress, in order to give the child 


an exciting quest you are torced to quit before | 





| 
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nourishment, that you feel disposed to take 
refuge in flight. As the baby smacks his lips 
and fondles the source of supply, she tells you 
how hard she has to work and explains the 
round of duties which makes it lifficult for-her 
to spend as much time with her guests as she 
would like, You hint that you had thought of 
writing a letter, but she is generous, and 
assures you that she has a little spell before 
she starts to get dinner, After she leaves you 
the landlord brings in the oldest inhabitant, 
who loads you up with remembrances, and 
drinks whenever you invite him. Other local 
celebrities are introduced and drink at your 


expense, and you are finally persuaded to go 
out to the barn and see Lord George Clydes- 
dale, an imported horse which is on his weekly 
tour. His good points are duly explained and 
the weaknesses of rivals set forth; you are 


covered to absorb the rainwater, odor and loaded into a buggy and taken to see some of his 
| colts and acouple of imported cattle. After this 
you buy snme more drinks and see the gentle- | 


| men of the village form in line before the bar 


with alacrity whenever you look interroga- 
tively at the proprietor. 
alive, 
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Dinner is great. Roast beef cut lengthwise 


with the grain, cabbage, eggs and pie. Supper, 


cold beef, eggs, tea and pie. Bed at night 
stuffed with feathers or pine knots, equally un- 
comfortable. Pillows always lumpy. Room 
invariably small, dusty, musty, and closed tight 
as wax. The world may go ahead, steam, 
electricity and modern appliances may disturb 
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calls the “ brown sugar tavern” is the same to- 
day, yesterday and forever, exce pt that it grows 
a little worse. Any city person who tries to 
summer there might as well commit suicide at 
once, 


* 
* © 


There are rules and professors and all sorts of 
devices to enable us to remember things, but 
life would be happier if people bent their ener- 
gies more in the direction of forgetting things, 
Of course if the man who owes us ten dollars 
had really forgotten to pay we might hope that 
a wave of recollection would strike him, but 
forgetting to pay debts, either financial or 

otherwise, is a matter of con- 
science rather than of memory. 
In sentimental things it were 
better for people to forget. This 
is a sweeping assertion and of 
course open to objections. Think 
how few they are! Are all to 
forget the ties of consanguinity, 
the love and care of fat her, mother, 
brother or sister? Certainly not, 
but are we to care for them simply 
because they cared for us? Are 
the sweetest ties of life to be made 
& matter of paying a debt? Is 
not the pleasure of doing a loving 
act often spoiled by the sugges- 
tion, that ‘“‘ well, you couldn’t do 
anything else, you've had favors 
enough and ought to pay some of 
them back.” Possibly, but you 
should remember that gratitude is 
not a matter of memory ; indeed 
the French cynic defined it as a 
lively sense of favors to come, 
Those who rely on memory for 
the repayment of favors will be 
grievously left. If the favor did 
not excite affection it will never be 
repaid, This is the basis of the 
whole matter, 


* 
* 


There is a popular idea that fear 
is a wholesome adjunct of mem- 
ory, and some unwholesome 
writers have gone so far as to 
say that gratitude is the mental 
attitude of those who are either 
expectant or afraid. This is wider 
than the French definition and 
more truthful. Aside from the 
element of affection upon which 
generosity and kindness are based 
it is absolutely correct. A man or 
woman who has no love for you, 
hopes to gain nothing from you, 
and fears nothing of you, will 
never strive a hairsbreadth to 
serve you. Memory has little to 
do with love ; the belief that it has 
or should have is a disturbing 
folly. You start in holy horror 
and feel that I am heterodox and 
in human! No matter what you 
may call it,I am right. If I have 
no reason to love you now | am apt 
not tolove you. Duty may impel 
me to be good to you but affection 
is the basis of duty. The impulse 
must be founded on something 
which once made me love you, and 
which time has been unable to 
destroy. The recalling cf what 
you did will not stir me to grateful 
remembrance if the good act is 
flashed by the lantern of memory 
on a hard and sterile hear‘. Mem- 
ory, indeed, plays but a poor part 
in life’s lovings, and it is well that 
it is se. 


= 
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Think of it! If we were to tie 
ourselves to the past, if our em- 
braces were to hold nothing but 
that which began long ago where 
would we be. I say if we were to 
cling to nothing but the pasf, 
because our arms wil] not hold all 
of yesterday and to-day. If we 
are wedded to yesterday, we are 
almost forced to close our hearts 
to the things of now. Why, oh! 
thou sentimentalist, should I love 
my wife whose hair is gray and 
whose face is wrinkled, because 
she was fair and sweet in her 
youth? I cannot, youcannot! If 
I do not love her for what she 
is now, I have ceased to love her. 
Why should you or I love the aged 
father or mother because they were 
the gentle guardians of our youth ? 
We may argue that if they pro- 
tected us for ten or twenty years 


| we have already done as much for them and 


may therefore discard them. We neither 
desert nor cherish them on any such theory. 


| If we love them we care for them, if we do not 


I tell you it is fun | 


| we let the parish attend to their wants if they 
| cannot attend to their own. 
sacrifices for our children? Surely not bccause 


Why do we make 


they have benefited us, nor with an idea that 
they may support us! Because we love them 
we try to make their future easier, more 
pleasant and more independent than our past 
| has beer. What has the much-vaunted 
memory to do with it? 
eS = 

Memory is the source of some pleasure and 
of nearly al! of our miseries, Comparisons are 
said to be odious and the most unjust and dis- 
turbing comparisons are those we make be- 
tween the present and the past. It is for this 
reason that I argue in favor of forgetfulnese. 
If we are having a dull or depressing hour we 


cities and tuwns, but what Uncle Charlie Brown | sit down and look at the past until we persuade 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


The real boudoir gossip of this weather isa 
series of half-meant maledictions on the heat 
and requests for the best way of making cool- 
ing drinks and keeping men good-natured on 
cola meats, but that kind of gossip, while cer- 
tainly relieving to the over-charged feelings 
and necessary for culinary triumphs, is not the 
best kind to use exclusively, and so shall we 
chatter about a few things outside? 

I witnessed yesterday a most amusing inci- 

dent, which made one think of bacon, so well- 
mixed were the alternate strips of downright 
ludicrousness and severe embarrassment. A 
woman boarded a car, after some time spent in 
talking to the driver with the point of a 
parasol, and after jolting along for a little 
while she found her purse and began to search 
for car fare. She looked at first calmly, then 
anxiously, then frantically. With a last: hope 
look on her face she turned out a multitud- 
iuous array of papers and the dear little scraps 
of everything which we women hoard up in 
our purses, but the most thorough examination 
failed to reveal any money or car tickets. She 
looked up with a murmured pbrase on her lips, 
colored away back through the thin hair on 
her temples, pulled the bell, and after a 
moment’s apologetic conversation with the 
driver, hurried out of the car. Wasn't it 
dreadful, oh my sisters? I wonder if she did 
not at least forty times in those two minutes, 
wish she had the nickel she spent for a big 
pear that morning, or that she had missed the 
horrid car and all the rest of them. Poor little 
red-faced woman, I pitied her, and yet, dear 
me, money is always melting away, and one 
may be pardoned if one has forgotten the 
exact state of the want thermometer for the 
few days preceding. An empty purse is a 
nuisance, and if one can only arrange to carry 
a nice little bill snugly tucked away for emer- 
gencies, the feeling of relief and comfort will 
mo-e thanscverbalance any little economies 
incident to its gathering together. 


# 

It would seem as if all the parasols which 
have been ciumsily sat upon and broken, would 
cry out in heeded warning to the careless ones 
of to-day. But it is not so. Women will lay 
their sunshades on the seat behind them, in 
car and carriage, and they will have them 
broken just so long as they persist in putting 
them out of their hands, One parasol lesson 
insured the lives of all succeeding ones for me. 
A very fat man sat down on it very hard, on a 
steamboat, and when I reached Toronto and 
was trotting up Yonge street, I opened my 
parasol, put the sun in eclipse as far as my 
head was concerned, and a moment after found 
that I was holding the stick, with the useful 
part of my little sunshade-lying in the dust. 
Moral: Don’t put your parasols where any one 
can sit on them. 


I had a nice little letter from a nice lit- 
tle woman the other day, in which she be- 
moaned her sensitiveness. Of course it is well 
known thatoverly sensitive peopleare miserable; 
but did it ever occur to my easily-wounded 
friends that the naughty little plant pride is 
to blame for a good deal of the pain which a 
too-finely organized mental temperament 
causes. Do not accuse vanity, or the desire to 
be well thought and spoken of, for all the 
wounded feelirgs. Sometimes it is the kind 
little heart that is hurt. In our blundering 
fashion we often heedlessly and thoughtlessly 
say and do things which some one miscon- 
strues. and a sharp look or a coldly-worded 
sentence seems to prick out much of the sun- 
shine from our hearts. We are not then 
wounded through vanity, but because some 
one misjudged us, and we want not their ad- 
miration, but their kind friendship. We 
‘“‘would not hurt them for the world,” we 
think in exaggerated phrase, while we sigh a 
little, patch a truce and go on—just the same? 
No—more carefully. 


* 

Honestly I think I dislike a crowd as heartily 
as one could who did not entertain a blood- 
thirsty regard for them. I sometimes, how- 
ever, do get caught in one, and it is rather 
amusing to study human nature when it is on 
the point of doing all sorts of desperate and 
unccmfortable things—to plant its foot one- 
sixteenth of an inch nearer the gang-way of a 
boat.— There was a big man in front of me who 
exclaimed at intervals in loud-voiced disap- 
proval: ‘‘Thisis very badly managed!” He 
was not half as annoying though as the care- 
less individual who elbowed his way off the 
boat, and exclaimed in discouraging tones: 
“No use pushing—you can’t get on till we all 
get off.” Whom did he mean? Is there ever 
any person who “pushes” ina crowd? I never 
could find him, They all disclaim everything 
of the sort, with a decided inflection which 
leaves one very uncomfortable to think that 
such a very erroneous idea could possibly have 
entered one’s mind. I found it so on this par- 
ticular afternoon, for when I politely informed 
a@man near me that his valise was crowding 
me to avery uncomfortable degree, he very 
suavely assured me “ he wasn’t pushing, and 
couldn’t in the least help it.” Perhaps I am 
very vindictive, but I did want space enough 
to crowd my elbows out in that man’s direc- 
tion. By the way, did it ever strike you thata 
man always ‘“‘ paws” inacrowd and a woman 
“elbows.” “ 


Going out Queen street in a car quite recent- 
ly, I took notice of the awkward way in which a 
whole carful of people descended to the ground. 
The recognized fashion is to face the front and 
step off with a forward inclination of foot and 
figure, while the inside hand steadies the body 
by a firm grasp of the rail. 

In such a position a jolt or sudden start can 
do no harm, and a woman can do these things 
as well as a man, if she only chooses to try. 

A rather pleasant-faced girl whose tightly 
curled hair and dark cast of complexion be- 
tokened African descent, made the most grace- 
ful exit. The almost-emptied car was going 
rather slowly when she suddenly disappeared, 
with such lithe bending of her well-formed 
figure that all eyes were turned admiringly 
towards her. Very quickly too, it was done, 
One moment she was in the the car, in a few 
more she was walking down a side street, 
erect, yet with a most unassuming dignity. 
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On one of the lake boats the other day, I 
was much interested in a couple who scemed 















































very much to each other, though they were 
neither young nor lately wedded. He was all 
attention to his wife, and the points of interest, 
the coming thunder shower's threatenings and 
the grand display of cloud and glare, were all 
shared with her in a tender and simple fashion. 

The married love which shows itself in these 
little things when hair is gray and {shoulders 
droop, must have been the genuine article so 
often jocularly referred to as “‘all wool and a 
yard wide,” Z 


How general the love for flowers is! I do not 
mean the love that leans toward grand display, 
but the tender heart-feeling that cherishes the 
dainty blooms, and weaves from their shy faces 
or faint perfume a story which lies perhaps in 
the half-forgotten past. 

Our tastes change, I think, as we grow older. 
The little ones are not careful in their choice, 
and baby eyes look just as lovingly on the 
dandelion or the mayweed as on the moss- 
cupped rose. 

Later the gowing girl finds the tramp ex- 
cusing darlings of the wood or marsh far more 
beautiful than those culled in commonplace 
fashion from door yard shrub or petted plant. 

The poetic posies suit best the taste of the 
maiden for whom life is broadening, and with 
tender eyes she gazes into the depths of the 
violet bell or lays away between the pages of 
some heavy book a cluster of heliotrope or a 
wise-faced pansy. 

Then there are the bridal blooms—the dear 
half-opened buds, and blowing sweet-breathed 


says “1 will,” to the solemn question which 
marries hearts and lives. 

Around our dead too we lay flowers—and my 
heart reaches out to those who follow the dear 
custom. Not in wired clusters, not in fanciful 


designs or tortured wreaths, but in the majest; 
and beauty of their natural state, free to shel 
their pe: fume and droop their retty heads if 
they will, I like to see them laid about those 
who have gone from us. They are like human 
life, out of correspondence with their environ 
ment, they fade and are gone as we will fade 
and die and their only existence is in our mem- 
ories, Cure CAREW. 





The Scarecrow. 





It was a regular scarecro an, 

Made on the old and well anewn plan— 

A cross of sticks in a garb forlorn, 

That stood on guard in that field ‘of corn, 

And, indeed, it made the old farmer smile 

As he dey! it up, and whistled the while ; 

It would look to the crows so very ferocious, 

So truly astounding and atrocious. 

That it tick!ed his fancy to think how they 
Would catch a glimpse and flutter away. 


And the young crow said to the we one, “ See! 
Now, what is that fiightful thing out there ? 

Iv’s enough any honest crow to scare |” 

But the old crow chuckled and then looked wise, 
Shook in his feathers and winked his eyes ; 
Something tickled him, but if twas a joke 

His voice didn’t show it a bit when he spoke, 

As looking down at the younger crow, 

He eaid: *‘Whatisit? Ah! don’t you know? 


“Why, that, as we wise ones all suppose, 

Is the special patron saint of the crows ! 

We watch for his coming every year 

To tell when the feast of the corn is here. 

See how he stands with his arms stretched out ! 
He is calling the ciows from all about ! 

Such a kind invitation is most alluring — 

So very cordial and reassuring ! 

I think we had better acce! lon’t you ?” 
And down to the field of corn they flew. 





Camping—Canada’s National Summer Outing. 


In the Springfield Republican Adirondack 
Murray rhapsodizes as follows on the pleasares 
of camp life: 

“ There is no other word in the vocabulary of 
our language so suggestive of rare and pleasant 
conditions of aah as camping. It is more 
than a mere word; it is a symbol as well. It 
stands for a class of experiences so fresh, novel, 
and healthy that it is beloved 7 imagination 

y 





and memory alike. It is so tru S mirror to 
many of us that in it, as in a glass, we see 
trees, the shores of lovely lakes, the banks of 


quietly flowing rivers, wooded islands around | 
which the waves run caressingly, beaches of | 
leaming sand, and ranges of lofty mountains. 
n it, also, are ‘cabins o bark, camp fires that 
crackle and blaze and flare red 1i ig ts high up 
amid swaying branches and widely out in a | 
-— circle through the dark forest. And in 
word are faces and forms that have been 
companions with us in our forest wanderings, 
some of whom are with us to this day, and | 
other ones that are not now with us, nor will 
they ever be again on this earth, and, alas! we 
know not where they are. 

‘Not only isita won for the eye, but it is 
equally a word for the ear. For in it are the 
sighing of zephyrs, the soft intoning of slow- 
moving night winds, the roaring of strong 
gales, the moaning of tempests, and the sob- 
bings of storms amid the wet trees. The loon’s 
call, the splash of leaping fish, the panther's 
cry, the pitiful summons of the lost hound, the 
slashing of deer wading among the lily pads, 
and the soft dripping of odorous gums falling 
gently on the pine stems, listening to which in 
silence and sweet content, we, who were lying 
under the fragrant trees, like ha py and weary 
children, have fallen pe asleep—ail these 
sounds live in the word as music lives forever 
in the of heaven, being a part of it. 

“And in it, tco, are human voices, songs, 
ae hter and all the happy noises of merriment 

frolic. No other phonograph is like to it. 
The happy hunter's proud hurrah over the cap- 
tured game; the songs around the camp fire 
under the stars in the hush of evening; the 





blossoms that crown the trusting woman 8 
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99 Yonge Street 
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oe 
cheer on reaching camp, and 


melody. 


“ Dear word, sweet word, a vocal to my 
mirror to my 

eyes until they see no more the fair, the sweet, 
and the honest faces that out of the dear old 
onal, that we have builded in so many parts 
for so many years, now look forth upon me as 
out of many heavens, For if there be a better 
heaven than a beet 7 ere camp with a wisely 


ears until they cease to hear, an 


assorted company of honest and — folk, 

I know not how to find it in m 

nor a, pesseae of Revelation t a te Is of it, 
o al 

breezy points, on banks of rivers, 


reen trees anywhere, I, an old camper, a w 


ood 
over, an aborginal veneered with civilization, 
I thank God for the multitude 
of you ; for the strength and beauty of you ; for 


send greeting. 
the healthiness of your tastes and the natural- 
ness of your natures. 


enjoy the gifts of the ‘ood world. 
the deck of my yacth, 


of you, has never fail 


circle of the horizon, and standing bareheaded, 


with the strong wind in my face, I drink to 


your health, oh, campers, whoever ‘and where- 

Mla on thecanth snd cometh 
e on the earth and somethin, lik 

ing ever after.” eae ee 





A Case of Unearned Increment. 





But, oh my !—Munsey's Weekly. 


HE ‘“*PARLSIAN PLAITING” 
Or IMPROVED ACCORDION PLAITING. 
We are panes to plait skirts in the new “ Parisian 
Plaitirg” any length up to 48 inches. 
yard. Children’ ‘8 Skirts and Capes, 25c. 


B.—The only place in Canada where ‘ 
ing; ” i done. 
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DRESS CUTTING 


The New Tailor System 
(Late Prf. Moody’s) stands 
Firet and Best, "se taught 
thoroughly here or through 
he mail. Satisfaction assured. 
Large inducements to agente. 


DRESSMAKING 


Perfection in Fit, Fashion 
and Finish. Special attention 
to Feng wear and mantle 


"Mt ILLINERY 
C.osing out well assorted stock. 
Stylish work at greatly re- 
duced prices. 


J & A. CARTER 
372 Yonge St., Toronto 


Mexican Cnyx 
French Clocks 


Have first place in the Clock line this season. 





DRESS 








We have a nice assortment, including the pattern that 
took first prize at the recent Pari: Exhibition. 


For Newest Patterns and Closest P. ices 


TRY 


DAVIS BROS. 
THE ONE PRICE JEWELERS 


130 Yonge Street 





His First Sight 


Me ae 


Mr, J wat Stee another one, Luke. 

His Son (Lome from Amheret)— Wh , father 

Mr. Jervis—You don't expect a man to fill t 
that terbacker, do yer i—Judge, 





of a Cigarette. 


a 


, you've had six in le: 8 than half a minute. 
is pipe with jest one ’r them little packages of 























r’s hail; the guide’s strong call to 
kfast, a heavenly sound—the fiute’s soft 
ues across the water on a still night; the 
the murmured 
farewells at leaving ; verily, it is a vocal word, 
and all the sounds that come from it are 


ination 


that camp on shores of —s op 
sand 
beaches, on slopes of mountains, ond usder 


I eat and drink with 
eat I hunt and fish with you; I boat ani 
the with you ; and with youb da and night 
neeling on 
stooping far over and 
reaching low down to ‘fill to the brim the old 
comping cup that, lon nger thes the ae some 
8, and holding it 

high in the ae sunlight, t swing it to it 


Here's health to you all and long 





Price, 40c. per plain 
Py STACKHOUSE, 427 Yonge St.. Toronto 
‘ Parisian Plait- 











SEALSKIN GARMENTS OF ALL KINDS 


A SPECIALTY 


REPAIRING PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO 


JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 








TRY OUR NEW PATENT 


YATISI 





CORSET 


This is the most st perfect-ftting anc 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton C Corset Coy 


Bole ___ Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion _ for the Dominion 


‘ohhmsnsHom. 


Speeial Reductions in in Summer Blouses 


Good quality, baat vaune dhaeecqnehaae® were $ 75 now $ . 50 


AR OR re oy ree 1.00 ° 
Rich quality of Satin, ey , 
braided and tucked, in all colors. . Be Ss Cre 
Ceweccesecbecescecsece * 6.50 * 295 
DIREOT IMPORTERS 


212 YONGE STREET 
Who Reads Saturday Night ? 


Boys, Girle, Young Men or Women, or toevery subscriber 
who will take the pains to write us during the next 30 days 
— ive the number of members: f their family who are 

readers of this r, we will send by mail a pack 
of HIDDEN NAME CARDS, and our 100p engraved picture 
catalogue. All sent FREE of charge. 


A. W. KINNEY, Yarmouth, N. 8. 


ABOUT BUTTER 


Good, sweet, hard butter is the most im- 
portant adjunct of the table. The very 
article you want is to be had at Shaver’s, 
244 Yonge Street, in neat 2 ib. boxes—an 
entirely new idea. Try one. 


THE GEO W. SHAVER C0., Ltd. 


244 Yonge Sireet 


Telephone Ne. 1859. 











RM AND’S HAIR STORE— LAViIES WHO HAVE 
trouble in keeping their hair in curls during the hot 
weather should secure one of Armand’s Pompadour Front- 
pieces, which would save them trouble and time in curling 
their cwn hair half a dozen timesaday. The hair in this 
ttyle is entirely off the forehead, except a few c .ris on the 
side, and dec idedly 2 a to the regular bangs, keep- 
ing the forehead and uncovered. ARMANDS POM- 
PADOUR FRONTPIECE is much lighter and easier looking 
than this cut shows. Price $5, sent post free on receipt of 
that amount to any part of Canada and United States. 
Hair Dyes and Dyed in every color and shade. NO MORE 
SUPE RFLUOUS. HAIR! Quickly dissolved and removed 
with the new solution MODENE, and the wth forever 
destroyed without the slightest ‘injury or iscoloration of 
the most delicate skin. Discovered by accident. Price 
$1.50 and $2.50; 5c. extra if sent by post. TRANOLE AR 
MAND, Hair Dretser and Perfumer, 407 Yonge Street, 
Toronto, Ont. 


Always Clear ! Never Musty ! 
THE BEST DRINK 


FOR HOT WEATHER IS 


“ MONTSERRAT ” 


Pure Lime-Fruit Juice 


Nothing is better after any athletic exercise than a glass 
of “ MUNT3ERR AT,” either alone or with sods water. 

The ¢ffect is peculiarly satisfying. It quenches thirst. 
Leet 0 aes sense of SS ani freshness in the 
mouth, is very palatable, and perfectly pure and whole- 
some. 


= aan” is sold everywhere in Imperial Quarts 


EVANS & SONS (Ltd.) 


Montreal and Toronto 


= 





"THE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
eee JEWELRY STORE 
Manufacturing Ni 


ew Designs in 
Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 


77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


MEXICAN ART POTTERY 


The pottery made at GUADALAJARA is more ‘widely 
known than any other of Mexican manufacture. It is 
made of a peculiar kind of clay not found in any other part 
of the country, snd water kept in it cools by the evapora- 
tion from the surface of that which passes through the 
sides of the vessel—an item of importance where ice cannot 
be had. From this circumstance the natives refer to it as 
la loza fria de G ajara—‘‘the cold pottery of Guadala- 
jara.” The people who make it are true descendants of the 
Aztecs, and may really be called a race of potters. This 

tery is soft baked, without glaze, = highly lished. 

e colors are gray, red and black, elaborately Sonnied 

in olives, gold and bright colors. I have just opcned an 

assortment of this ware in Bottles, Cups, Plates, Mugs, &c. 
Another package cf BELLEEK to hand. 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
WILLIAM JUNOR 


Telephone 2177 
109 King St. West - - Toronto, Ont. 


SOMETHING NEW 


Beauty Bath Sponges 


Indispensible for the bath. Ask for them at 


' McARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


Also see our PURE BRISTLE BATH BRUSHES, RUBBER 
BATH GLOVES, BATH TOWELS, &. 


J. A. McABTHUR 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 
Telephone 479. 230 Yonge St., opp. Shuter St. 
(R. A. Woods Old Stand) 


A SELECTED LIST 


The Best New Books 


FOR SUMMER READING 


P.C. Allan’s, 35 King St. West 


EE ROT MINER, «5, 0 n.sw sae n0sinss co cseusoennces 50 





Armorel of Lyonesse—By Walter Besant ............... 25 

Handsomely Illustrated edition.................. . 50 
The Mystery of M. Felix—By B. L. Fa: jeon............. 25. 
In Stella’s Shadow— By the author of Thou Shalt Not... 50 
The Burnt Miilion—By James Payn... swe . 30 
Sowing the Wind—By Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. ern 80 
A Woman's Heart— By Mrs. Alexander................. 30 
Lady Baby— By the author of Reata ..................- 50: 


The Wrong Box- -By Robt. Louis Stevenson (new —. 1 
SEER c ows sis Cain aes eon cde swans dence ois suche ny 


Black Beautv, the Autobiography of a Horse........... 35 
Plain Tales from the Hiils—By Rudyard Kipling. The 
literary sensation of the day in England............ 25. 
Eve at the Wheel—By Geo. W. Fenn................... 25 
Whose Was the Hand—By Miss Braddon...........,... 25 
A Black Business— By Hawley Smart..................- = 


A Scarlet Sin—By Florence Marryat........... 

Three Men in a Boat— By Jerome. Cheap edition just out % 

Idle Thc ughts of an Idle Fellow—By Jerome ........... 

Violet Vivian, M. F. H.—By May Crommelin............ 30 
Any of the ‘above books will be mailed to any address cn 

receipt of liet price and 2c. extra Yor postage. Address— ‘ 


P. C. ALLAN 


___86 King St. West, Toronto 


CURLINE 
DORENWEND’S 


new preparation for Curling, Crimping and 
Frizzing the hair retains ite ¢ffects for 
days, and is proof against wet or wind—a 
fine thing— and will prove itself invaluable 
to every lady. 


Guaranteed Free of All Harm- 
ful Properties 
Price 50 Cente 


All druggists will shortly have it for 
sale ; meanwhile only to be had from 


A. DORENWEND 
THE MANUFACTURER 
Paris Hair Works, 
103 and 105 Yonge Street 
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SECOND HALF OF A TWO-PART STORY. 


FOR SIX NIGHTS ONLY. 





** For six nights only!” ; 

The flami 7 vosters arrested Mary McNeill’s 
a‘tention wherever she went. That brief head- 
ing meant so much to her, though she tried 
hard to persuade herself that, if the Red Star 
troupe remained there for six nights or sixty, 
it would make no difference to her. 

For five nights longer she might be able to 

icture exactly Bernard's doings and surround- 
ngs; for five nights longer she might fall 
asleep with the blissful consciousness that the 
same town sheltered t1em both ; for five morn- 
ings she might awake knowing that they were 
nearer each other than they had been for the 
past two years; during the next five days the 
smallest chance incident might suffice to brin 
them together face to face. She supplement 
all these reflections however by the resolve 
that never again would she run the risk of any 
more tete a tetes, nor again would she leave the 
safe anchorage of little Mildred’s invalid-chair. 

The child wondered at the additional bright- 
ness in her sister's minner—a brightness that 
to more experienced eyes would have seemed 
akin to feverishne:ss. And all the while a 
tender little heart was being made very sore 
solely on Mary McNeill’s account. 

Beroard went back to Nellie Travers a 
changed man. Perhaps she had never ap- 

ared to such disadvantage as when he met 

er at luncheon that day ; he would have no- 
ticed her somewhat untidy appearance even if 
he had not just been charmed by Mary Mc- 
Neill’s neatness of dress and delicate refine- 
ment of manner. He felt rather dissatisfied 
with his surroundings, and was far from being 
in an amiable mood. “is 

“If this is what he calls ‘being engaged, I'd 
much rather not be so,” thought Nellie, rue- 
fully, wondering why he was so silent, and 
why, for the first time, he missed noticing all 
that she wanted during luncheon. 

Poor little girl—she had worked very hard 
that morning, and felt badly in need of some 
diversion ! er study had, in fact, been so 

rotracted that she had omitted her usual mid- 
ao mysterious ceremony known as “ changing 
her dress.” 

‘* Won't you take me for a stroll this after- 
noon?” she said, wistfully, in an aside, for 
they, in common with three or four of the 
company, were lunching together at a restau- 
rant in the town. 

Nothing was farther from his wishes; but 
Bernard was a gentleman and quite equal to 
the occasion. 

*“Yes, my.dear child, of course—as soon as 
we can get away from this crew,” he replied, 
with an expression of undisguised contempt 
for the society they were in. 

On this day he could not gaze unmoved at 
Mrs. Strange, “‘the leading lady,” a good- 
natured, middle-aged woman, just now en- 

in eating cream-cheese; a decanter of 
sherry had a dangerous terdency to anchor 
near her elbow, and the ending of the feast 
threatened to be far more hilarious than the 
beginning. The two men who made up the 
rest of the party showed signs of producing 
their cigar-cases. Nellie leaned back in he> 
chair with a faint sense that something had 
one wrong; something was out of gear in her 
familiar world, and her eyes said plainly under 
their long lashes, ‘‘ Take me away !” ernard 
made some excuse to the others, who winked 
signi icantly as soon as the two left the table 
together. 

** That’s a gone case if ever there was one?” 
remarked Mrs. Strange, holding out her glass 
to be replenished in order to drink the lovers’ 
health. ; 

**It will be the making of Thorne if it comes 
off all right,” observed one of the men, who 
had watched Bernard rather closely since he 
had joined the company ; ‘‘it will induce him 
to settle down—and that’s what he wants. It 
doesn’t do for one of our profession to belong 
to two worlds.” 

S» Bernard himself thought during the long 
afternoon that followed. He did his best to 
think of Nel ie and her interests only, but was 
ponte conscious that his efforts were a dead 
ailure. The girl, with her keen powers of per- 
ception, could not fail to notice it. She at last 
gave up trying to make him talk and laugh, 
and relapsed into a puzzled silence, which he 
was far from resenting, being too absorbed by 
his own thoughts. 

It was quite a relief to them both when they 
set their faces homewards. They were close 
by Nellie’s door when a carriage passed them 
containing two ladies. Bernard raised his hat 
instantly, all his abstraction gone, and the | 
carriage rolled swiftly by—but not before Nellie 
had caught a glimpse of the occupantsand seen 
a wonderful lighting up of her companion’s 
ace. 
“That girl again!” she said involuntarily. 
**You see you did tell me an untruth last 
night, though I was simpleton enough to think 
afterwards that my suspicions were un- 
founded.” 

She shrank away trom him before he could 
even think of a word of explanation, and went 
inside the little house, slamming the door be- 
hind her. Bernard had no choice left but to go 
away, feeling that he was much to be pitied. 

He happened to pass a florist’s a few minutes 
later, and the flowers and hot-house fruit 
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ing,” she demanded, ‘‘ and how it is you come 
to be se here. Mary said she had not 
time to ask you much about yourself.” 

* Where has Mary gone now?” asked Ber- 
nard, wondering how much he might tell her 
without incurring the elder sister's wrath. 

**She has just comein from a drive with Mrs. 
Randolph, but went out again to that wool- 
shop at the corner. I had not enough wool to 
finish a cross-over I am making for oki Betty 
at the lodge. Do you remember how we u:ed 
to go in and talk to her, and how she said you 
were the torment of her life?. She is always 
asking about you, and wondering when she 
will see you again.” 

“Yes, I remember perfectly. And you are 
sewing—is that the right word—a cross-over 
for her? Lucky Betty! Whereisit? Let me 
see this new accomplishment.” 

They were bending over the scarlet-and-gray 
shawl, the rapid progress of which was a 
source of great pride to Milly, when they heard 
the house door open and shut quickly, and 
then, with the swift graceful movement Ber- 
nard recollected so well, Mary McNeill entered 
the room. 

She started back in amazement on seeing its 
occupants, but recovered her composure in a 
wonderfully short space of time. Bernard rose, 
meeting the wonder in her eyes with a look 
which she cou!d not resist. 

“IT believe I am taking an unpardonable 
liberty,” he said; ‘*‘ but I could not refuse the 
pressing invitation that was given to me. 
Convalescents must always have their own 


way, and Miss Mildred must plead my excuses 


for me.” 


‘‘Look, Mary—isn’t he good? Do you see 
these lovely peaches? I have been longing for 


one all day; and I knew how vexed you would 
be if he had gone without coming in and wait- 
ing for you.” 


‘Would you have been vexed?” asked Ber- 


nard daringly. 


A crimson flush tinted Mary's face as she 


extended the hand of greeting which she had 


kept back till now. There was a long clasp, a 


lingering of the fingers before they parted, and 


with that their coldness towards each other 
ut her conscien- 
tious =e aside for the time, rang for 

herself in arranging Bernard's 


began to disappear. Mary 


tea, and busie 


flowers. The sunshine was fading now, and 


the fire flickered up, lighting the dark corners 


of the room. 


Mildred’s sofa and the daintily-colored tea- 
service set forth. It was months since he had 
been in such a room as this, littered with the 
decorative knick-knacks by which women love 
to be surrounded. He had forgotten all the 
ups and downs of his professional life—forgot- 
ten that at any moment he might be at the 
bottom of the ladder, penniless, nameless, hav- 
ing to set his foot on the lowest rung once 
more—forgotten—most unfortunate forgetful- 
ness of all—that Nellie Travers, not Mary Mc- 
Neill, was his affianced wife. 

To Bernard it was just as natural on this day 
as it had been two years before to sit in a 
prettily-appoizted room doing his best to 
amuse these two young cousins, and succeed- 
ing remarkably well in the attempt. 

he Irish blood that ran in their veins stood 
them all in good stead on this afternoon. 
Milly forgot her troublesome nights and 
feverish mornings; Mary forgot her father’s 
express command that never again was she to 
hold communicatior with Bernard either by 
letter or speech, since he had disgrac2d himself 
and his family by taking to *‘ play-acting.” 

It was such an hour as seldom falls to the lot 
of poor toiling human beings. The cup of joy 
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very last drop, without worrying themselves 
as to whether it might or might not pass their 
way again. The present was all-sufficient—as 
long as it lasted. 

Amidst their talk and laughter they presently 
heard the sound of a churchbell tinkling, and 
at the same moment Bernard took out his 
watch and held it to the firelight. 

‘*T must be off—the time has flown!” he ex- 
claimed a rising to his feet. 

*““And that is Mary’s church-bell,” Milly in- 
terposed. ‘* She goes to evensong as regularly 
as any sister of mercy.” 

** What—all alone? Won't you let me come 
with you—at least, as far as the door?” in- 
quired Bernard, trying not to appear too anxi- 
ous. 

**T don’t quite know if Iam going to-night,” 
Mom answered, looking rather embarrassed. 

“Oh, nonsense—that is all a subterfuge! 
She thinks I shall be dull after our gay time 
together. That is just like her—isn’t it, 
Bernard? I shall be quite happy till you ccme 
back, and nurse will keep me company if I feel 
lonely. Do go, Mary!” 

** Yes—do come, Mary!” pleaded Bernard. 

Miss McNeill tied on her veil, found her 
prayer-book, and they left the house together, 
their hearts beating with a strange exultant 
joy. Prudence, reasou, conscience—all should 
have kept them apart; but love drew them to- 
gether. 

Once outside the house, Bernard let his 
tongue have full sway. 

*“*Mary, my darling, you don’t know what 





—- together in showy profusion brought | 
k a half-forgotten resolve to his mind. 
Little Mildred’s pinched mouth and prominent 
brow and eyes came before him. Why should | 
he, her cousin, be debarred from offering her a | 
few of the trifl-s that while away the tedium | 
of an invalid’s leisure? 
Finding no satisfactory answer to that ques- | 
tion, he went inside the tastefully arranged 
shop, and got rid of his- not too abundant | 

change in purcasing a little basket of rosy 
peaches’ nestling amongst fainf tea-roses ana} 
purple and white clematis. Having gone thus | 
far, it occurred to him that he would hardly 
run any risk of additional blame if he were to | 
jleave it at the Hawthorns himself; so, after | 
obtaining a little ioformation as to the exact | 
position of the Queen’s Road, he took his way | 
thither, intending of course only to give the | 
+asket into the servant’s hands. 
| 


Fate was kinder to him however than he 
Heserved. A middle-aged, staid-looking woman | 
opened the door, and he recognized in her at | 
once a staunch friend of his own in old times. | 

‘**Mr. Bernard! Then it’s true what I heard | 
Miss Milly say when she came in this morn- | 
ing; but I didn’t like to ask her before Miss | 
Mary,” she exclaimed, forgetting in her joy all | 
her usual discretion. | 

** Yes, it’s all right, nurse—I'm here,” re- | 

lied Bernard, shaking her warmly by the 
Raed. * Will you give these to Miss Milly, 
with my love?’ 

** But you're eoming in, sir? Don’t go away! | 
Io will upset Miss Milly dreadfully to hear you 
would come no farther than the door !” | 

Bernard hesitated, and in that moment of 
irresolution was lost. A door close by opened 
and Milly herself appeared, a cloud of some | 
soft white material enveloping her head and 
shoulders. 

“*It is my cousin Bernard's voice!” she said, 
in her quaint childish way. ‘* Please come in 
—I am quite alone.” 

“Miss Milly, keep out of the draught!” 
shrieked the nurse, poshing the girl back into 
the room which she had just quitted. 

Bernard followed submissively, feeling that 
he might as well ff. all the enjoyment he 
could out of the visit now that he had gone so 


A fit of coughing checked Milly's conversa- 
tional powers for two or three minutes, while 
the nurse tucked her up on her sofa beside a 
smouldering fire which was mocked by the 
sunshine outside. Bernard was shocked at 
the sound of the hard, stent couzh, and at 
the exhaustion that followed; but the child 
herself took it all as a matter of course, and 
dismissed her attendant as soon as possible. 

** Now tell me all I wanted to hear this morn. 


| down utter 


this last hour has been tome! Am I never to 
have another?” 

‘“‘What canI say? Father would be dread- 
fully anger it he knew! I shall have to tell 
him. Milly has no idea there was anything 
between us.” 

**I won't hear Milly abused ; she is my best 
friend, and, but for her, we should not have 
had this meeting. But how is it she knows 
nothing?” 

** You see, she wassucha child then. {llness 
has developed her wonderfully, and I think to- 
day she guessed more than she ever has before. 
I have kept it all from her purposely, for she is 
so excitable ; we have to take the greatest care 
of her.” 

‘Yes, poor child, she has changed indeed! 
If seeing me gives her the least pleasure, I 
can't believe you would deny her such a harm- 


| less gratification.” 


** But is it harmless, Bernard? No real bless- 
ing can come from it. Oh, if you knew the 
misery I have been in since last night! Why 
—why did you cross my path?” She broke 

. and could not finish what she 
was struggling to say. 

*“Only that our paths shall never oom 

ain, Mary. It is absurd to shake your head. 

e are not meant to part, or we should not 
have met in this unexpected way. You are 


| not a child—you are a woman with a free will 


of your own ; and it simply comes to this—you 
must choose between me and your father.” 

** He will never give his consent, Bernard.’ 

“No, | do not expect he ever will—-I don’t 
ask for it. But the worst of it is that I must 
ask you to wait. I could not do so if I did not 
read in your eyes what you try to deny with 
your lips—you love me, Mary!” 

** How can I help it?” she said simply. ‘“‘ But 
then there is Milly—I can’t desert her! Oh, no, 
Bernard—don’t tempt me to forsake my duty! 
Go’ back to your work and leave me in peace— 
that is the truest kindness you can show me.” 

‘““And you don't think of my share in the 
matter? You don’t know what you are send- 
meme back to?” 

e paused significantly, and the pitiful lips 
qaivered. 

* Bernard, if you were in any trouble, and I 
could help yon, t would be different.” 

“To any trouble!” he exclaimed bitterly. “ I 
do believe good women have stones for hearts | 
What worse trouble can I be in than the pres- 
ent—to be cut off from a society in this 
way? You don’t know all that it involves? If 
_ send me away from you now, you send me 

rom you forever. You know I was never one 
for half-measures, and, even if I were, this is 
not the time for them.” 

















































Bernard looked about him with some satis- 
faction as the little table was wheeled up to 


















was at their lips, and they drained it to the 
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The acute misery in his voice seemed to 
pierce her heart. Again she wavered, but 
again stood firm to her resolve as the sound of 
chanting within the church came through the 
half-closed door. 

“You s as if the suff-ring were all on 
your side,” she said. ‘’ Bernard, let me go! 
You forbid hope for the future, so I am power- 
less to comfort you. Good-bye!” 

Already she was moving towards the churc 
door. He seized her hands passionately and 
heid them for one brief moment. They s‘ood 
there face to face; but in the firm gentle gaze 
Bernard read hopelessness of his mute appeal. 
He dropped her hands as suddenly as he had 
taken them, and, without another word, turned 
away. 

Stunned with the sense of utter loss, Mary 
“entered the church and knelt down besides the 
door far from the rest of the congrega‘ion. The 
chancel was a blaze of light, a sad Gregorian 
chant echoed along the lofty arches. It was 
the twenty-eight evening of the month, and 
boyish voices were singing the one hundred 
and thirty-seventh Psalm. With infinite ten- 
derness and pathos the tones became soft and 
— tremulous at the verse—If I forzet 
thee, Jerusalem! It seemed to the girl’s 
overstrained nerves like the upbraiding of 
Bernard's voice, Then the organ broke in with 
loud staccato chords—Down with it, down 
with it, even tothe ground! They could hear 
the stones crashing, the cries for a until 
the tumult died away into the same pleading 
key-note of this wonderful Psalm of Regret— 
O daughter of Babylon, wasted with misery, if 
1 — thee, let my right hand forget its cun- 
ning 

Had she then forgotten? Ah, no! In the 
pain of that last farewell what relief it would 
have brought to her aching heart to think she 
ever had forgotten or ever could forget? Mar 
McNeill met and faced the fact that her recol- 
lection of all that had been was stronger than 
ever that night as she knelt in her dark cor- 
ner. Never might she hope for the balm of 
forgetfulness ; she could only be faithful—that 
was all. 

Little did either Bernard or Mary guess that 
there had been a silent witness to their part- 
ing outside the church door. 

Nellie Travers, nearly mad with the jealousy 
she would not acknowledge even in thought, 
had found solitude unbearable, and was scarcely 
in the house ten minutes before she left it again. 

Up and down the long parade she passed, in 
front of the sea, watching the afternoon lights 
die out, and the mists and shadows of the 
autumn evening creep on, gradually drawing 
a dark curtain ever the fair picture. 

The sound of the church-bell that mingled in 
the pleasant talk at the Hawthorns like a fu- 
neral knell also broke the thread of Nellie’s 
meditations. It was a long time since she had 
been to church, and she wondered vaguely 
what sort of one this could be which, not con- 
tent with services on Sundays, introduced 
them on week-daysalso, Anything was better 
than her own thoughts just then; the bell did 
not sound so very far away—she would go in 
search of it. 

The church was not very difficult to find, 
standing as it did at the back of one of the 
— squares, The bell stopped ringin 

efore she could reach the door however ; an 
then it was that, coming round a bend in the 
square, she saw Bernard—her Bernard—talk- 
ing earnestly, even passionately, to the tall, 
fair girl whom the poor little actress had 
learned to hate and dread. 

Indignation kept her spell-bound to the spot; 
then something seemed to clear her brain, an 
she could think freely. After all, how silly it 
was of her to mind so much! Was she quite 
sure even that she did mind’ It could not be 
Bernard, — that only that very afternoon 
he had spoken kindly, caressingly to her! And 
yet—yet—it was Bernard; she knew too well 
every characteristic of his attitude. Ah, he 
had never looked at her like that ! 


A great sob rose in her throat ; but she re- 
pressed it bravely, feeling that she must stand 
there quietly and see it all out to the end. Once 
or twice she caught sight of the sweet sad face 
raised to his. Nellie could not fail to recognize 
beauty when she met it; and there was some- 
thing in the pure outlines of Mary McNeill's 
face and figure which appealed to her, though 
she was too absorved in her own misery to 
notice any signs cf acute suffering. 

Without another sob or sigh, she watched 
the parting. How could she tell it meant a 
perees for an indefinite time when she saw 
that lingering hand clasp? She shrank back 
into the dark shadow of a gateway, and 
Bernard almost touched her as he passed. 

Well, she must get back to her rooms now 
and prepare for the evening's work. She could 
not touch the dinner waiting for her, but 
drank eagerly a glass of wine, which steadied 
for a moment her overstrung nerves. 

She performed her toilet with more than 
usual care, not one detail cocagins her notice. 
It was a relief to concentrate all -her thoughts 
upon something outside her own personal 
trouble. There were some roses in a glass on 
her dressing-table, sent to her by Bernard a 
few days before. She seized them hastily, 
trampled them under her feet, and then threw 
them out of sight behind the silver shavings in 
the fireplace. Oh, if she could only get rid of 
her ill-fated love as easily ! 

Bernard wondered alittle at her strange calm 
manner when they met in the green-room that 
night. On the stage she surpassed herself, and 
the manager was once more filled with self- 
congratulation at having secured so brilliant 
an actress ; off the stage she was uncommuni- 
cative, even disdainful, and snubbed all her 
friends unmercifully, 

** She’s like all the rest—her head is getting 
turned with too much success!” was the ver- 
dict of Mrs, Strange. 

Bernard alone felt uncomfortable, being 
under the impression that she knewall about it; 
and certain prickings of conscience made him 
shun her society as much as possible. Usually 
he escorted her home on foot if the night was 
fine ; but on this evening, the piece over, she 
drove straight back to her rooms, refusing all 
offers of company from her fellow-workers, 

There was only one thing that Nellie now 
longed for—forgetfulness. She felt feverish, 
she could not rest, and walked toand fro across 
her room with clasped hands and eyes gleam. 
ing aeoeee with pain. 

Poor child, her rival's kind heart would have 
ached for her had she seen her now, her flushed 
face telling of repressed suffering, no tears 
relieving the intolerable anguish, and the soft 
amber dress she had worn on the stage setting 
off her childish beauty. 

Presently she went to the window and stood 
there for a few minutes, pressing her burnin 
forehead against the cold pane. How fair an 
calm and still it looked outside! She threw 
up the window suddenly and inhaled a deep 
draught of fresh air. Ah, that was what she 
wanted—air, and a wide sky! The house felt 
stifling ; she would endure it no longer ! 

Hurriedly she threw on a fur cl and tied 
a thick veil across her little bonnet, as if to 
defy scrutiny. The instincts of a lifelong train- 
ing made her pause, ring the bell, and summon 
her landlady. 

“fam go ng out for a turn by tha sea,” she 
said hurriedly. ‘I shall not be long gone— 
only ten minutes or a quarter of an hour; 
I have a racking headache, and shall not sleep 
all night if I don’t get a little fresh air.” 

** Bless you, miss, I should have it then!” 
returned the -natured woman, ‘ My first-, 
front is out too, and the door will be left open 
for him till goodness knows when. But take 
care of yourself, my dear—excuse me for men- 
tioning it.” 

‘Oh, I shall be all right!” Nellie answered, 
wearily. 

She put an end to all further attempts 
at conversation by going down the narrow 
stairs with a slow, heavy tread, so unlike her 
usual que way ef running down that Mrs, 
Foster looked after her in pitiful amazement. 

“Am I right in letting a young thing like 
hes go ont 7 herself at this time of aight?” 
she pond ; but. ie by her hus p 
who was impatient for his supper, the thought 
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speedily left her mind altogether. 

With the same slow heavy step Nellie made 
her way out of the house, and turned instinct- 
ively towards the sea. A silver crescent moon 
shone with a pale cold light, the sky was 
studded with stars, a low soft wind went mur- 
muring by, in front the restless trouble of 
the waters met her gaze. She chose as lonely 
and unfrequented a spot as possible, and gradu 
ally found herself nearing the Downs where 
she had spent that long blissful a‘*ternoon with 
Bernard—it seemed years since ! 

There was no one in sight—not a single 
friendly hand to hold her k as she drew 
nearer to the edge of the cliff—nearer still—and 
looked down on the wide dark expanse of 
waters. Yes, there was peace—there was rest. 
She did not know the cliff was unsafe—did not 
see how its edges had crumbled away. Heed- 
less of danger, she stood there, absorbed in her 
own thoughts. Yes, she would ve him up; 
she would let him go back to his old life—if 
need b3, back to his old love—for, with a wo- 
man’s keen intuition, Nellie had read much 
“* between the lines.” She accepted the death- 
blow to all her hopes ; but, oh, it was a cruel 
wrench, a hard struggle! 

Suddenly the clear tones of a clock in the 
town roused her from her sad thoughts. She 
started violently, and her foot slipped. She 
tried to draw it back, but the cliff crumbled 
again, the ow seemed to slide away beneath 
her, and she fell, urconscious of everything 
= the awful rushing of the air against her 

ace 


This was how the “tour” ended for Nellie 
Travers, 


A year later Mary McNeill was standing, 
dressed in deep mourning, beside alittiegrave. 
There was only a gray marble cross to mark 
the spot, with this inscription: 

“In loving Memory of 
MILDRED. 

‘* Made equai unto us, which have borne the 

burden and heat of the day.” 

On Mary's face was written some of the 
history of her past life. There were still lines 
telling of the long and anxious watching, the 
Seer sense of bereavement, and, worse than 
all, the battle waged daily with herself against 
Bernard Thorne. 

Only on the night before she had received a 
letter from him telling her that he had long 
since left the — and gone abroad, unable to 
bear the stings of remorse connected with his 
theatrical life. Careless as to what became of 
himself, and anxious only to earn sufficient to 
keep body and soul together, he had been sin- 
gularly fortunate—against his will at first; 
then he had thrown himself with all the force 
of his eager nature into the chances that came, 
and now he was in a good ition as secretary 
toa mining company in South America. He 
had come over to Engiand for the one purpose 
of begging for a final interview with his first 
love and, as he averred, his last. 

She decided that all that had happened be- 
tween herself and Bernard was a page in her 
life folded down; she could not turn to it 
again, least of all now, in her hour of utter 
weariness of heart. 

So she thought, as she stooped to gather a 
white rose-bud from the snowy mass of flowers 
she had just placed on the grave. 

When she looked up, she found she was no 
longer alone. Bernard stood beside her, worn, 
haggard-iooking perhaps, but with the light of 
an honest and a purified love shining in his 
eyes. 

**I came because I could not help it,” he said, 
in answer to the unspoken question. ‘ Darl- 
ing, heart of my heart, you will not turn from 
me ” 

And Mary found that she could not. 


THE END, 





Various Burial Customs. 


The Thibetians cut in pieces the bodies of 
their dead and threw them into the lakes to 
feed the fish. The anc’ent Bactrians suffered 
the bodies of their departed relatives to be 
eaten = dogs specially kept for the purpose. 
The ear y Norsemen used to place the Viking 
in his ship and “send him flaming out to sea 
with all his belongings. The Ethiopians dis- 

sed of the dead either by throwing them 
nto the river or-by preserving them in their 
houses in statues of gold or- baked clay. The 
Babylonians embalmed their dead in honey, 
and discountenanced cremation, which they 
believed to be as but a sacrile to 
the sun. The Guanches rudely embalmed 
their corpses, drying the bodies in the air 
and covering them with varnish. The paleo- 
lithic cave-dwellers of France and Belgium 
buried their dead in natural grottos and crev- 
ices of the rocks, similar to those in which the 
lived. The Peruvians appear to have preserv 
the bodies of their incas after the Egyptian 
fashion, and in early times mummies seem to 
have had an abiding place in Mexico. The 
Greeks of old were enjoined by law to burn the 
dead, and the Romans, who in the time of the 
republic had interred their dead, adopted the 
Grecian usage in the days of Sulla. The Par- 
sees lay their dead on da khamas, or “ towers 
of silence,” where the vultures clean the bones, 
which in a month are removed and deposited 
in deep wells containing the dust of hy en- 
erations. Oa the Himalayan slopes the Sikkim 
burn the bodies of the dead, and scatter the 
ashes to the four winds, while the tribes of 
Oonalaska and Nootka Sound bury them on 
the hill-tops, and expect overs wayfarer to 
throw a stone on the grave, erodotus tells 
us of favorite horses and slaves being sacrificed 
at the holocaust of the dead chief, and in many 
countries the wives had the privilege of dying 
with their husbands, a custom which has con- 
tinued in the Hindu Suttee down to the present 

neration, The Barmese, before burying the 

7 of a gentleman, inclose it in a varnished 
coffin and, after divers hymns and processions, 


place it on a pyre of ious woods, 
which is igni and alowed to burn 


until nearly consumed, when the bod 

is taken from the flames and buried. 
The Cheyenne Indian hangs the dead body 
of his friend among the foliage of his native 
forests, a prey to the vulture and the sport of 
every storm ; or else, swathing it with willow 
branches, places it with the feet southward in 
some cottonwood tree, together with a plenti- 
ful supply of food, arms and tobacco, to be con- 
sumed on its voyage to the happy hunting 
grounds, The Chinese bury their dead in the 
fairest spots in the land. They are extraordi- 
narily devoted to the dead, and the labor con- 


-| times, I suppose to 


tract of every coolie emigrant specially stipu- 
lates that in case of death his body shall be 
carried bacx to China, that his dust may 


their spirits in the flowery kingdom. O-her- 
wise, he balieves that his soul will wander 
amid strangers unkoown and astray.—Col. 
lier’s Once a Week. 





A Promise Kept. 


———— 





Merchant—Now, my boy, I'll give fifteen 
dollars for the first re with the promise of 
a raise at the end of that time. 


| Jil 
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Fast English Trains. 

James Payn says in the Illustrated News if 
you want to see the country, not in a hurry, 
and stopping at all sorts of beautiful places not 
in the Bradshaw ——— you should come 
to London by the Dover express. A Londoner 
myself, I had no idea what advantages were 
afforded to its passengers, until quite lately. I 
had read letters in the newspapers about “the 
creeping of the trains,” of course, but nothin 
of the opportunities they affora to the lovers o 
the picturesque by actual stoppages. I came 
upon Monday, June 30 (to be exact), by the 
train that ought to have arrived at Charing- 
Cross at 950 a. m., and between Sevenoaks and 
London Bridge we stopped no less than eight 
mire the scenery. The 
places, nowhere near stations, and charmingly 
secluded, were no doubt chosen for that pur- 

se, and gave me great satisfaction ; but the 

isapproval of some fellow-passengers, who 
wanted to ‘catch an express” at Euston, was 
so loud and vehement that it greatly interfered 
with my appreciation. They did not seem to 
care the least for the views, and, so far from 
acknowledging the forethought of the directors 
in providing them, condemned them (in very 
appropriate, because picturesque, language) 

- Bp hill and down dale.” 

hey told me the story of the gentleman who 
refused to provide a ticket for his dog at Dover, 
on the ground that. that animal would come as 

quickly running by the side of the train. A 

compromise was, however, effected by his bein 

tied on to the last compartment, under whic 
he ran, like a Danish or carriage dog, as far as 

Sevenoaks. It had been the secret hope of the 
engine-man that, before then, the creature 
would have been strangled—a victim to a too 
daring competition—whereas he seemed quite 
fresh and not in the least inconvenienced by 
the rate of travel. The speed was therefore 
put on to the extreme limit known to the ex- 
press, and at London Bridge they found the 

r dog, very tired—with waiting. He had 
itten through the rope and run on, and greet- 
ed his master on the platform with a smile that 
seemed to say, *‘ Well, you have got here at 
last!” Another story of the train was that a 
man on the roadside, unaccustomed to its ap- 
pearance and peculiar rate of speed, was seen 
reverently to remove his hat. He had taken 
the Dover express for a funeral procession. For 
my part, I do not live on this line of railway, 
and care nothing about its unpunctuality: 
what I was stru by was its love of the 
pereease, and determination to enjoy ii, 
hough by fitsand starts. But I can imagine 
that ifa man wanted to catch a train at Euston, 
the loss of half an hour (exactly) between 
Sevenoaks and Charing-Cross, through these 
rural surveys,must have been rather irritating. 








Just For Emergencies 


Temperance Lecturer (to tramp whom he sees 
nae gra sir, why do you carry that 
abominable flask ? ‘ 

Thirsty Wanderer—I like to have it for 
emergencies, 


T. L.—What kind of emergencies. 








T. W.—Oh, in case I should get dry, for in- 
stance, 
The Only Pullman for New York is 
via Erie Ry., leaving Toronto 4.55 p m. 


Comfort is everything while traveling and 
in order to obtain this little luxury, you should 
your tickets via the pict ue Erie. 
Ao magaiieent sioceenn Manpeaie’ of antine 
eamer, 2 
solid train from Port Lio 
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Mary Ravenel. 


** Hop-picking?’ said young Durell, as he 
took a rosy August apple from his pocket and 
fed it leisurely to the beautiful white horse 
‘Why, yes, it is 

rather a romantic business, if you look upon it 
+ fro You're an 

artist, eh? Come to sketch our little bits of 
particu- 
icturesque about our hop-fields. Just 
old-green of the clusters, 
and the curling tendrils reaching out for some- 
thing to grasp at, and the air so blue and clear 
that one can almost see the straight lines of 
Of course, it looks pretty to me, 
for I was born and brought up in it—but—ex- 
can’t see what there is specially 


against which he leaned. 
m a romantic point of view. 
rustic scenery? But there’s nothin 


larl 
uae ne, and the 


the sunshine. 


cuse me— 
worthy of an artist’s pencil?” 
Mr. Raymond smiled. 


“Do you see those long perspectives of green 
alleys?” said he; ‘* with the figures running in 


and out? And the old woman sitting amon 
the fragrant heaps, with the scarlet cloak, an 


the two little toddlers at her feet? And yon- 
der feeble, bent old man, with water-cans on 
his shoulders? Why, there are a hundred bits 
of genre here, to say nothing of the back- 


und, 

And Raymond took out his mill-boards and 
color boxes, set up an impromptu easel, and 
began diligently to paint. 

Squire Durell’s son looked on with an amused 
smile. To him, the machinery of the great 
hop farm was the real business of life. Artists 
and such like were merely pleasure-seekers 
who disported themselves airily along the out- 
skirts of creation. . 

“ You will find some very pretty faces here,” 
said DurelJ, “if you care for sketching that 
sort of thing. People come here from all parts 
of the country, in hop-picking time. Gypsies, 
tramps, respectable poor workers who don't 
object to turning an honest penny, young 
people who come here for the frolic of the 
thing, and poor old wretches who think that 
every season will be their last. It’s healthy, 
the doc‘ors say. At all events, it’s profitable. 
In hop-season, there isn’t a cottage, a farm- 
house garfet, nor even a barn untenan ted. 
There are tents, a white sprink'e of them, down 
in the meadow by the vines, where people 
sleep at nights. You can see them from here. 
You are staying in this part of the neighbor- 
hood? No? , My father will be very glad to 
see you, up at the house, if you will honor us 
by b. coming our guest tg-night.” 

And raising his light straw hat, Daniel Durell 
went his way, the beautiful, satin-skinned 
white horse following, like a docile kitten, at 
his heels. 

‘** Hugh,” he said, to a servant who had just 
come down with a hamper from the house, 
‘take a cup of hot coffee and two or three of 
these white rolls, with my a to 
that gentleman in the linen coat who is sketch- 
ing wd the trees. And Hugh!” 

“§ r ” 

‘*Did you carry the sardine-sandwiches and 
the basket of apricots and the fresh milk to the 
young girl in black?” 

The man nodded. 

‘*She didn’t want to take ‘em, Mr. Daniel,” 
said he. “She was all for calling me back. 
But I minded your order, sir, and made off as 
fast as I could, pretending not to hear.” 

Durell smiled. ‘That's right,” said he. 
‘And don’t forget the cold meat and slices of 
new bread forold Dunstable. He grows feebler 
and feebler every day, and there was eee 
but the heel of a loaf and a black cheese-rin 
in his dinner basket, for I saw it myself.” 

‘‘Tt's all right, sir,” said Hugh, 

And then Durell, going up to the Great 
House, shrewdly noting all the hep pickers as 
they sat and lay around, under the shadow of 
the vines, in the dolce far niente of the noon 
intermission, finally came into the great, cool 
room, where the scent of cheese-making filled 
the air, and the muslin curtains fluttered to 
and fro in the breeze. 

The squire himself sat there, gouty, but con- 
tent. Iced claret and cold chicken were on the 
table; forced hot-house peaches scented the 
atmosphere; a plate of deviled tongue, with 
curry sauce, supplied the fiery element, and 
delicate cutlets, breaded and fried in egg, were 
brought in, smoking hot. The old gen’ leman’s 
face brightened at the sight of his son. 

“It has seemed a long day without you, my 
boy,” said he. ‘‘Sitdown; sitdown. Do you 
know, Daniel, I've been thinking ali the morn- 
ing that I wish you'd bring a wife home to the 
old place? She could be company for me when 
pos are gone. Why don’t you think of it, my 
a i ” 


‘*T have been thinking of it, father,” said the 
squire’s son. “ But what would you say, sir, 
if | were to marry a poor girl?” 

The squire set down his glass of iced claret. 
Evidently this was a new view of matters. 

‘A poor girl, Daniel!” 

‘* But a good girl, father, and as sweet and 
lovely as yonder half-opened rosebud. You 
will perhaps laugh at me,” he added, “ but I 
believe I have lost my heart to one of our hop- 
pickers.” 

‘“* Dariel |” 

‘‘Her name is Mary Raverel, sir; I never 
saw her before this season. She is picking 
hops with her aunt or some elderly reiative— 
a pale and tage hegnaes girl, but as beautiful 
asadream. And—I love her.” 

The old squire nodded h's head. 

“I can trust you, my son,” said he, ‘‘and 
whoever you ct oose to bring here will be as 
we'come as flowers in May.” 

While all this time, the artist, strolling idly 
along to observe the various groups, came 
upon a pale-faced girl in black—a girl with 
large, uae wine- brown 7 straight, pure 
features, and tender, dark hair, overhanging 
her forehead like a mist of jet. 

‘* Miss Ravenel!” he cried, in amazement. 

‘“ Yes, ‘Miss Ravenel,’” she smiled back. 
‘You are astonished to see me here. But the 
doctors declared that hop picking would be the 
very thing for me. So Aunt Verna brought 
me,and here weare. And I am really accom- 
plishing wonders in the hop-picking line! Sit 
down here and eat some of these delicious hot- 
house grapes. They are sent to us daily by an 
unknown benefactor. That is,”as Aunt Verna 
smiled meat ingly, “not exactly unknown. It 
is Squire Dureli’s son, He will persist in send- 
ing all these delightful things, although I tell 
him, over and over, that I nave no need of them. 
I believe he thinks Iam a starving dressmaker, 
or something of the kind,” with a blush and a 
smile, “ But, oh, he is so good! And I like 
him so mueh! Now show us, please, what you 
have been sketching.” 

Mr, Durell came down, in the warm red glow 
of the summer sunset, to the willow-shaded 
curve of the river where Miss Ravenel liked to 
sit, when her day’s work was done, 

“T have brought you some of the rare or- 
chids from the conservatory,’ said he. ‘ You 
told me, the other day, that you liked flowers. 

“Tam so much obliged to you,” said she, 
gratefully. “ But, Mr. Durell, I have some- 
thing to tell you.” 

“Stop a minute,” he said. ‘I have some- 
thing to tell you—that I love you—that I want 
to make you my wife. Dear Miss Ravenel, 
are you surprised at this? Have you not seen 
it growing out of my heart by degrees? My 
father is old and infirm, but he is ready to wel- 
come you with all paternal love, and——” 

* You really love me?’ she cried, with wide- 
Open eyes, ‘*Me, a poor, pale, little hop- 
picker?” 

‘* You, my queen and my ideal!” 

“Then,” she said, all smiles and blushes, “I 
thick I ought to repay you by Icving you a 
little. And I think I do, nay, [ am quite cer- 
tain of it,” 

. y darling! Oh, my darting!” he mur- 
mured, 

‘ But wait, you have not heard what I am,” 
she urged, 

i You are Miss Ravenel, trom Philadel- 
phia,” 

“IT am General Ravenel's daughter, I am 
here by the doctor's orders, not because I need 
the daily wages of a hop-picker. But you 



































































Mr. Durell stood amazed. 
Philadelphia beauty, the great heiress. 


said she. “I have my phae 
father, since he cannot come to me.’ 
Daniel, in perplexity. 


“That's where 
Miss Ravenel, smiling, 


and I must be better, because——” 
** Well?” 
enel, coloring like a rose, 


out among the garlanded hop-poles, 





The Dinklemans. 


& grunt, 
“Ab, mine son,” 


is love!” 
week at Bay 


found it impossible to do was to make love, 
to see Rosey. 
love make, und Rosey is rich——” 

** Good boy. 
fellow gleefully. 


he was home. 


asked, 
‘**I am von foo] !” ejaculated Jakey. 
‘Mine Gott, who been telling you?” 
“TI vas by Bay Beach——” 
“* Yes, at else?” 
“TI find out vere Rosey is, 


me. I know not how to love make. 
vonce tell me music is love, 
musire, 
which plays somedings sentimentals, und 
back by her hotel dot night und I blay me dot 
organ. Dot organ man say dot organ bla 
‘With All Your Faults I Love You Still.’ 
see a look de vinder out, so I com- 
mer ce, ot music seems lively for senti- 
mentals. Rosey 8 in und comes to de 
vinder again mid a pail of vater und 
I catch it on de head, Den some men come 
und kick me und break dot organ. Dot cost 
me $25. I ask a man vatis de madder—vot I 
do? He say dot Rosey vas mad because I blay 
her De Girl Mid de Hebrew Nose. Dot settles 
it. A big gulf stream is between us. Music is 
not love, und I bed you my life by dot.” 

“ Shakey,” said the old fellow, and his voice 
was husky, “ love is blayed out.’ 

And they sat down there until long after the 
= Ae had died out and listened to the ticking 
of the big clock, the ticks of which seemed to 
sav to Jakey: ‘* Music is love; Music is love!” 
—N. Y. Mercury. . 





The Old Well-Sweep, from Over the Tee- 


cups. 

I was driving with a friend the other day, 
through a somewhat dreary stretch of country, 
where there seemed to be very little to at- 
tract notice or deserve remark. Still, the 
old spirit infused by ‘‘Eyes and No Eyes” 
was upon me, and I looked for something 
to fasten my thought upon, and treat as 
an artist treats a study for a picture. The 
first object to which my eyes were drawn 
was an old-fashioned we!l sweep. It did 
not take much imaginaive sensibility to 
be stirred by the sight of this most useful, 
most ancient, most picturesque, of domestic 
conveniences, know something of the 
shadoof of Ezypt,—the same arrangement by 
which the sacred waters of the Nile have been 
lifted from the days of the Pharaohs to those 
of the Khedives. That long forefinger point- 
ing to heaven was a symbol which spoke 
to the Puritan exile as it spoke of old to the 
enslaved Israelite. Was there ever any such 
water as that which we used tu draw from the 
deep, cold well, in ‘‘the old oaken bucket?” 
What memories gather about the well in 
all ages! What love-ma‘ches have been 
made at its margin, from the time of Jec_b 
and Rachel downward! What fairy legends 
hover over it, what fearful mysteries has 
it hidden! The beautiful well-sweep! It is 
too rarely that we see it, and as it dies out and 
gives place to the odiously convenient pump, 
with the last patent on its cast-iron unintr- 
estingness does it not seem as ifthe farmyard 
aspect had lost half its attraction? So long as 
the dairy farm exists, doubrless there must be 
every facility for getting water in abundauce ; 
but the loss of the well-sweep cannot be made 
up to us even if our miik were ¢ iluted to twice 
its present attenuation.—Aflantic, 








‘Why Edna Was Number One, 


Edna is simply the cleverest, dearest little 
girl in the world, not over six years of age, but 
already her quick wit sparkles like a small 
diamond. She is fond of her mamma, but as 
all correction and discipline come through the 
maternal channel, her preference is very de- 
cidedly for her abjectly devoted father. 
Mother and daughter were stopping across t he 
lake last summer, and every evening there was 
a race as to whoshould first reach the wharf to 
welcome papa home from the city. Edna was 
usually allowed to come out victorious and 
have first choice of the bonbons in the pi: k 
and blue boxes. But one evening nurse was 
late in tying her sash and smoothing her 
curls, and consequently no amount of running 
could make her short legs cover the distance to 
the pier. It was a very tearful little morsel of 
a girl they gathered up from the roadside, on 
the way home, who refused to be comfort«d 
when her father tried to explain that she am! 
mamma had equal rights, as far as he was con 
cerned. ‘Oh, no! but we haven’t,” sobbed 
Edra; “I am your very own daughter, and 
she is only related to you by marriage.” —J//us- 
trated American. 

—_——__ o> o—_—_——_——"" 


Old London in Summer, 


A striking picture of London as it is to day 
is given in a recent letter to the New York 
Post ; the writer says: The charm of London 
at this season can scarcely be exaggerated. It 
is no longer the gloomy, unlovely city of Oliver 
Twist and of the forties. Democratic ideas, 
enlightenment, and intercourse with the con- 
tinent have changed all this, and now London, 
at least London west of Charing Cross (and 
usually we judge a city by its best side), is, 
perhaps, one of the most delightful and cheap- 
est cities in the world. Palatial public build- 
ings and mansions have risen on every side, 
New avenues have been opened up, scientific 
horticulture has embellished the parks, and 
nowhere are the capabilities of window-garden- 
ing better shown. City eee and grave- 
yards, within the memory of some of us recep- 
tacles for battered tins and refuse, have been 
transformed into attractive gardens, where 
children play and the weary take their ease. 
Everywhere you recognize a change from the 
gloomy Puritanism of the past to the growin 
conviction that life ought to be embellish 
and enjoyed. The inhabitants, however, in 
the streets and parks are what most im- 
press the visitor with an indesc:ibable sense 
of the well-being of London. The very flower 
of material civilization is before him, all 
that ween. om ws ane seine can — to 
adorn life, where, e@ most part, e 
and want and sinand sorrow are thease onli 


‘*We are stopping at the Clancliff Hotel,” 
ton and ponies 
there. I will drive up to the house to see your 


“But I thought you were a poor gir), hirin 
one of these tents at so much a night,” sai 


ou were mistaken,” said 
‘But the hop-picking 
has done me a deal of good. Aunt Verna says 
my cheeks are redder than they used to be; 


‘“* Because I feel so happy,” said Mary Rav- 


And so Daniel Durell found his life’s treasure 


“‘Tt makes me dired, fodder, to hear de old 
voman all day singing,” remarked Jakey with 


t remarked Dinkleman, 
‘music is love. I like to hear your mudder 


si ae 
That was all that was said about music at 
the time, but Jakey still thought of it. **Music 


Rosey, Jakey's sweetheart, was spending a 
ech. Rosey was rich and he 
wanted to a her, but one of the things he 


“* Fodder,” he said, “I'am going by Bay Beach 
I think I know me now how to 


Go in and win,” advised the old 


Two days after Jakey came back. He sneaked 
into the house by the side entrance and crawled 
up to his room unobserved and shut the door 
after him. After a while his father discovered 


“Shakey, vy you come back so quiet?” he 


She speak to me 
not, She got some money, so she don’t ~ 
ou 
But I can play no 
So I hires me a second-hand organ, 
go 





Contem 



















foliage in the bright mornin 
ten Fo ti 


and art galleries, 


scope of exhibitions and a 


power and dominion. 
greater than Rome. 


centuries, 


clubs, 








Wifely Solicitude, 


about going away this summer. His 
are extremely low, I know. 


check left.” 





A Seasonable Riddle, 


‘There is a 
** What is it ?” 
but ice is constantly going up.” 


_ Oo 


It Would Help Business. 


head clerk this summer that you had last? 
get him. 








A Parallel Case. 


Mrs. Upton—Yes, that is my daughter's 
piano; but she has scarcely touched it since 


she has been married. 


Mrs. Downton—Jest the same with my 


darter an’ ’er typewriter.—N. Y. Weekly. 





Canoe Racing. 
First Aquatic Youth—How was the canoe 


race to day? 
Second Aquatic Youth—Dull. Awfully dull. 


Only three upsets.—V. Y. Weekly. 
TENNIS 
SLAZENGER’S popular Rackets and 


Supplies. 


Also AYRE'’S, PAGES, PECK & 
SNIDER’S and others. 


Full assortment of Nets, Balls, 
Poles, Markers, ete. 


The newest designs in Tennis Belts. 
Special prices given to clubs. 


H. P. DAVIES & 00. 


SPORTING AND ATHLETIC GOODS 
HOUSE 


81 Yonge Street 








“ASSISTANCE” 


Is all nature needs in nine cases out of ten to remedy 


sickness. The old idea of bleeding, blistering, purg- 
ing, etc., has been superseded by that of assisting 
nature, that is, seeing to dict and sanitary surround- 
ings and giving medicine to act gently but just as 
certainly as the old style. In all cases of Stomach 
Troubles, Indigesiton, OPE PS VN 
MALTOPEPSY 

{an artificia! gastric juice—formula on’every bottle] 
aids the weakened stomach by putting into it what it 
lacks, namely, gastric yuice,which assists the digestion 
of the food, relieves the pain or heavy feeling, and cures 
the constipation usually accompanying stomach 


troubles. As you value your future health avoid Bit- 
ters, Blood Purifiers and Purgatives, which only 
irritate and weaken the stomach, aggravating the 
Dyspepsia. The disease is in the Stomach, so aid the 
Stomach. Endorsed by physicians. Send 2 cts. in 
stamps for valuable bookto HAZEN MORSE, 
INTERNATIONAL BripGg, ONTARIO. 








FLORENCE 
KNITTING SILK 


This is now mugh used for fringe and for tassels, as ite 
** soft finish” renders it superior to other silk for this pur- 
pose. It will not untwist and become frayed in wear. 

Those elegant costumes seefi in the show rooms of our 
leading merchants are often beautifully ‘‘ Feather stitched ” 
by hand. Examination shows that the work is done with 
No. 300 Florence Knitting Silk, thus securing beauty, dura- 
biliity and economy. Every enterprising dealer sells it, 
but if your dealer does not have it in stock, send the price 
(75c. per ounce—88o. per ball) in postage stamps to 


Cortieslli Silk Co., St. Johns, Que. 


and you will receive it by return post. 


poten the array of youth and beauty 
and rank, superbly mounted, ameng A spring 
ne on Rot- 
w, the brilliant line of equipages on the 
drive in the afternoon, refinement and grace 
sweeping in their carriages to the levee and 
drawing-room, one is tempted to feel, for the 
moment, as if this were true life. All that is 
best in learning is to be found in the libraries 
of London ; all that is most renowned and ex- 
quisite in art can be studied in its museums 
At this center of the most 
traveled and exploring of peoples, a kaleido- 
ing and coming of 
bronzed travelers bring other nations close to 
us. And over all this is the consciousness of 
We have before us a 
We are at the main- 
spring of the most extensive empire the world 
has ever: seen, exercising through modern 
science a direct, immediate, and unquestioned 
Yule, such as was never imagined in former 
Above and through all, there is 
paganism enough, but it is revealed less in the 
degradation of the poor crossing-sweepers and 
the worn, anxious-looking flower-girls and 
small dealers, crowding many of the thorough- 
fares, than in the hard faces and demeanor of 
the faultlessly dressed aristocratic men who 
throng the pavements in the vicinity of the 















Mater—Girls, we mustn't worry your father 
I look aa ene 

ooked in his 
check-book yesterday and saw he only had one 


: What is the difference between ice and 
water?” ‘Ice is frozen water; that is all.” 
greater difference than that.” 

‘** Water always finds its level, 


Traveler—Are you going to have the same 
Summer Hotel Proprietor—No; I couldn’t 


Traveler— Well, why don’t you advertise the 
fact, and have your house filled this summer? 
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won't like me any the less, will you, for that?” 
Miss Ravenel, the 


CLEARING SALE OF SUMMER SHOES 


Our entire stcck of SUMMER SHOES is being cleared out at very LOW 
PRICES. Bargains in 


Men's 
Children’s 


Goods for Summer Wear 


THOMAS KENNEDY & CO. 


Boots and Shoes 186 Yonge Street 





Ladies’ 
Misses Boys’ 


and Youths 








Reliable Large Stock 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, England, France, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est possible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


I have four flate, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedroom Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc., etc. 


FINE 


UPHOLSTERING 


AND 


FURNITURE 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 


All ” —— is guaranteed by 
me. ve but one price—every- 
thing marked in plain figures. " 
pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. P 


Showing no Trouble 


R. F. PIEPER 
436 Yonge Street 


Prices Low 





AN ASTONISHING OFFER 


ON 


WEBSTER'S DICTIONARY 





Large Quarto, 8 1-2 x 11 Inches 
1,636 Pages 


WITH DENNISON'S PATENT INDEX 


HOW COMES THIS FXTBAORDINARY; REDTC- 
TION IN PRICE? 


The copyright on the Edition of Webeter’s Dictionary 
that we now ¢ ffer to you having ss gives the right to 
reproduce it. We gladly embrace the opportunity of doir g 
80, ata price that will bring it within the reach of thou- 
sancs who could not afford to pay for this Great Work $12. 
The moncpoly on this Standard Work is new fortunately 
removed, which enables us to cffer it to ou at an astonish- 
ingly low price. The question naturally arises, how can 
we do so and give it with such Fine Paper, Good Print 
and Elegant Bindings fcr this money? Our answer is that 
by means of the Gelatine Process the work was reproduced 
entire witbcut a line of type being set. By this means not 
only is the cost of t) pe-setting saved, but that of edito: 
writers and proofreaders, The alx ve savirg, combin 
with the extraordinary cheapening of paper and we nderful 
ecoromy in labor by improved machinery enabling the 
printing of ten copies in the same time and at the same 
cost that it used to take to print one, enables it to be 
cffered to the — at this remarkably low price. 

No other Reprint Edition of We beter’s Dictionary is so 
ct mplete as this ore is ; not only does this Edition con- 
tain all the words that the great Noah Web+ter ever de- 
fined, but 10,000 additional new words have been added to 
it. The Apperdix of this Editicn contairs u.uch valuable 
matter that is not in the other cheap editions, such as fol- 
kwe: The Pronvnciation of the —— Evropean 
languages, Quotations, Phrases, etc., from L tin, French, 
Italian ard Spanish; Mottoes of the diffe:ent States in the 
Union, Abbreviations, etc. 

It also contains a table of 15,000 Synonyms, 11 pages of 
A Pronounirg Vocabulary of Greek and Latin Proper 
Names, 47 pages of A Pronouncing Vocabulary of Modern 
Geographical Names, and 1,500 Pictor’al [lustrations. 

Ip addition to the above there is adced to it a store- 
house of individval facts a) d dates of important events 
covering more than 4,100 years of the World’s History, be- 
virning 2234 B.C.; those historical facts and dates are of 
much value a:d cannot be found in any other Dic- 
tior ary in the English language, which makes this Edition 
a still greater } ducator than the original. This great 
Educator and Standard Work that we now <eprin ‘and 
«ffer to you at this wonderfully low = ouzht to be in 
every heme in this country. It is Strongly a.d Hand- 
semely Bcund in Full Library Leather, Half dussia and 
Full Calf., containing 1,635 pages, an Apperdix and 1,500 
Pic toria) Illustrations. 

42 Observe that our Edition, unlike every other .neap 
edition in the market, is Strongly ard Handsomely 
Bound, iv printed on an excellent quality of book paper, 
ard the , rees work ie firet-clacs; cur aim being to — 
a volt me that ebal) be in every respect in ket ping with the 
high chasscter of the work and the superior standing of 
SatcFray Nient. Ci me ard see our book. It will sur- 
prise ) ou. 


The £€HEPPARD PUBLI. HING CO., Ltd. 
9 Adelaide Street West. 


mS SURELY 


CONSUMPTION 9 ’Sinep 


TO THE EDITOR:—Please inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
iLove named disease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently crred. 
I shall be glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have cvu- 
sumption if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address. Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 
M.C., 166 West 4delaide St., T RONTO, ONTARIO. 





It Should Be in Every Home Where There is 
a Student or Reader! Every Schcol 
Boy Should Fave Access to It! 


Sold with Toronto Saturday Night for $5 


FOR — Saturday Night, delivered at FoR 


your bome for one year -$250— 
—Webster's Dictionary - - 5.00— 


($7.50 


NOTICE 


THIS IS NOT THE EDITIC N which is | 
being offered by other local parers, but one 
worth 


TWICE AS MUCH MONEY 


It is reprinted frem an edition 12 years 
later. It is bound STFCNGLY and HAND- 
SC MELY —rot ihrown together. It is 
printed on PAPER—rot pulp board. It will 
WE AR-— not fall to pieces. 

It is CHEAFER, LATER ard BETTER. 
It has the patent Index, for which one dollar 
extra is charged by the regular publi: hers. 

Cc me into our cffice and ¢xaminethis and 
the other editions. We will sell them with 
SATURDAY NIGHT fifty cents cheaper 
than our own editions. When you see them ' 
you won't have them ; you will take curs. 
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Boils and | Garbuncles 


Carbuneles result from a debilitated, im-| For years I was afflicted with Cam 
poverished, or impure condition of the buncles on the back of my neck. They 
blood. They are a source of great suffer-| were a source of much suffering. I com- 
ing, and ure liable to appear in large | menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
numbers, unless overcome by the use of; cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa-) me entirely free from them; my appetite 
parila cures these painful tumors, and also | has improved, and I am in better health 
than ever before. — O. Snell, Lowell, Mass. 


prevents them, by removing their cause. 
I was troubled, for a long time, witb a 


One year ago I suffered from Boils and 


Carbuneles, and for nearly two months | humor which appeared on my face in ugly 
was unuble to work. 1 was entirely Pimples and Blotches. By 
Cured By Taking 


tuking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,| Ayer’s Sarsaparilla T was cured. I con- 
— Leander J. McDonald, Soley street, sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
Charlestown, Muss. in the world.— Charles H. Smith, North 
For some time past, until recently, my | Craftsbury, Vt. 
blood was in a disordered condition. I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
was covered from head to foot with small, | neck and back, with swellings in my arm- 
and very irritating, blotches. After using pits, and suffered greatly. Nothing re 
three bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, I am| lieved me until I n taking Ayer’s 
entirely cured. —C, Ogden, Camden, N. J. | Sarsaparilla, This ciao rouiet ~ me 
“TL suffered with Boils every spring, for | & health. —Selby Carter, Nashville, Tena, 


years, until I began taking By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar 


Ayer’s Sar|saparilla 


A few bottles of this medicine | I have been cured of a troublesome skin 


saparilla. 
t —E. F. Lund, | disease, caused by impure blood ~Wm. 
Sie ee ©. Vanever, Battle Creok, Mich. 


Prepared by Dr. J. O. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. ' Sold by all éruggiste. Price $1; six botties, 66 
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voice ; 
German, 4 

Mr. W. Lewis Hunter has been secured b 
the choir of the Church of the Redeemer a 
principal tenor. 


Tue Toronto SaturDay NIGHT 


Editor. 








BOMUND E. SHEPPARD - - 








SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


Gubsoriptions will be received on the following terme : 


Ome Vear .....ccceccseccess PererTrry 82 ee son, Mr. (Lord) Walters, Miss Aikenhead, Mr. 
ee - Rogers, Mr. I. Aikenhead and Mr, Davis, Mr. 
Three OMEHS . wee cecccceesccces eases 


John Sloan being in the chair. 
Delivered in Toronto, 50c. per annum extra. 


Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
mese office. 
@HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Lrurrap), Proprietors 
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From an account of the proceedings of th 
Music. 


Some of the musical people are b:ing seen 
about town, bronzed and full of fish stories. 
Speaking of fish, I believe all musical men are 
ardent fishermen, a rather curious matter. 
All who have been away and have returned, 
have been fishing, and all, with one exception, 
have had t luck catching prodigious 
baskets, ak a to numbers and size, being of this musical Seastiy, 
better artist8 with the rod, or else possessing 
more variegated imaginations than their non- 
musical brethren. The exception I refer to 
was a little man who was away four weeks 
and fished and fished and changed his 
territory without ceasing, from early morn 
to dewy eve, and says he caught—nothing! 
What think you? was he in sooth a poorer 
and less lucky fisher than his brethren, or was 
he a more brilliant—hum—well, novelist? I 
don’t think the dear little man would witt- 
ingly exaggerate his ill-luck, and I really be- 
lieve that he just mourned and mooned and 
dozed those four weeks away by brook and 
lake, and— thought he was fishing. 


troit last month (said account being very lat 


the reunion. 


dale Methodist church by Lye & Son, at a cos 


proved the excellence of the instrum2nt. Al 


Easton and sang with marked expression. 
J 


. 

The fish stories told by theSe returned min- 
strels, spiced #s they are by reminiscences of 
the jug and bottle department and glow- 
ing descriptions of scenery, are particularly 
maddening to those of us who are still 
at the treadmill. The hard workers who stayed 
in town during July to keep the summer terms 
going have gradually trickled away, and 
another two or three days will see every one 
out of town but the returned pilgrims, and we 
that go late will have the advantage over the 
early ones in this respect, that we bave heard 
their yarns and can go them one better when 
we take up the story-telling chair. 

a 

From all of which it will be seen that musi- 

cal news of local interest is quite scarce. S-ill 
various items of gossip are flopping about 
and are gradually assuming shape. I find that 
next season will be quite an orchestral one. 
The Torrington Orchestra is being re-organized 
and strengthened in its artistic resources and 
may give more frequent concerts than in 
former seasons. This, of course, is what we 
might expect from its energetic conductor 
when he finds his field invaded. ‘Lhe other 
and newer body—the Toronto Symphony Or- 
chestra is hard at work with its subscription 
list, and has already done some excellent re- 
hearsing, so that even from our local resources 
there will be a very fair amount of orchestral 
music in Toronto. Then Strauss and his won- 
derful orchestra will be with us in Septem- 
ber, and in November Carl Zerrahn will 
give three concerts with his orchestra of 
forty musicians, and a string of soloists 
headed by Mile. Lena De Vine, fresh from 
Parisian triumphs, Mme. Ida Bond-Young, 
and Miss Annie Beere from New York, as well 
as Dr. Carl Martin and Miss Adele Aus der Ohe, 
quite a formidable array. This ought to be a 
good series, as Mr. Z+rrahn is the genial gen- 
tleman who conducted the orchestra at the 
Emma Juch concerts a year ago. To add to 
these fine prospects, I was asked this week by 
a gentleman whether I thought that a couple 
of concerts by Theodore Thomas would pay, as 
he thought of securing them. 

The Choral Society has decided upon its 
plans for next season. At least one concert 
will be given, and all that careful preparation 
and rehearsal can do will be expended upon 
its entertainments. For the first concert the 
works chosen are Brahm’s Song of Destiny, 
Richard Hoffman's Schcere Melusine and 
Eaton Faning’s Song of the Vikings, all with 
orchestral accompaniment, I am told that so 
far from the Choral Society losing any of its 
strength by the drafts upon singers resulting 
from the recrui‘ing for the two vocal societies, 
it will next season be stronger in singing 
forces than ever and it will endeavor to main- 
tain its position—not at the tail of the hunt. 


* 


a. Gavotte (Roubier), 6. chorus (Handel), Mr. 
Lye; a. offertoire in C minor (Batish), b 
Hymn of the Nuns (Wely), Mr. Jones ; chorus. 


Mr. Shannon; march—Scotson-Clarke, 





































tassia in F (Scotson-Clark), Mr. Jones ; men 
Gloria, 12th Mass (Mozart), the choir. 


and expects to be absent two years. 


Field, who also goes to fhe Fatherland. 
METrRONOME, 








The Drama. 





In this age of realistic stage consideration, 
says a writer in the Theater Magazine, when 


fully than.the lines that call it forth, it seems 
strange that the subject of physiognomy in 
plays never presents itself. Paysiognomy has 
been proven to be no mere fanciful speculation, 


character reading. Therefore to take a few 
illustrations from the World's artist’s dream 
of realistic stage productions (lately published 


introduce real balloons, real oarsmen and real 
water, real rain and real icebergs, real to- 
boggans and real volcanos, why should 
not managers try and introduce real men 
whose face and form bear some affinity 
to the parts they are playing? Paysiog- 
nomy. I admit, is not a subject on which 
even the general mass of people is informed— 
as far as study goes—though we have all said 
at some time or other, without perhaps reason- 
ing why, when we have noticed certain people, 
that we did not like his countenance, or he had 
a very intelligent face, or a very disagreeable 
smile. If these remarks are made by those 
unacquainted in the science of physiognomy, 
called forth merely bya conflection of tempera- 
ment, how much more so would it be to those 
adroit in reading the signs of character through 
the face. Why should a man-—-whose selfish 
propensities are so visibly apparent that it is 
noticeable to those most ignorant of physiog- 
nomy—be cast to play a philanthropist ; or a 
man whose face is utterly devoid of thought 
play the part of a lawyer whose whole life is 
one of thoughtful calculation? A homely 
woman is invariably cast to play a pretty girl, 
even when the lines of the play continually al- 
lude to her beauty as her only charm. The 
beautiful, the benevolent, the honest, the 
thoughtful, the homely, the bad, are faces that 
we meet every day coupled with their respective 
dispositions. Then why, on the stage, they 
should be so adrift, is something I do not 
understand. To my mind, the first step in 
realism would be the casting of parts where 
the man’s or woman’s face would be in sym- 
pathy with the lines they recited. It would 
not take the study of physiognomy to do this, 
but judgment. It would oftentimes save a 
eonfusion of thought, better illustrate the 
author’s idea, and cause a more realistic, if not 
correct, performance, I think many will agree 
with me in this. 


In the meantime, there seems to be some 
‘little uncertainty after all, as to which works 
the Philharmonic Society will take up for its 
first concert. Some of its officers are in favor 
of singing Mackenzie's Cottar’s Saturday Night 
and McCunn's Lady of the Lake as I an- 
nounced two week’s ago, but a strong push is 
being made to secure another performance of 
the Elijah. Such a repetition would undoubt- 
edly b-ing back a lot of theold members, people 
who would not for worlds miss a chance of 
singing that music. A few days will settle the 
matter however, and here, too, we may expect 
a vigorously conducted campaign. 

- 

The Haslam Vocal Society has been organ- 
ized for the ensuing season and the following 
officers elected: Patron, Col. Sir Casimir S. 
Gzowski, K.C.M.G., A.D.C. to Her Majesty the 
Queen; Hon. President, Mr. George A. Cox, 
President, Mr. D. E. Cameron; Vice-President, 
Mr. James Martin ; Secretary, Mr. William C, 
Fox; Assistant Secretary, Mr. C. P. Whelan; 
Treasurer, Mr. Harry English; Committee, 
Mr. A. H. Greene, Mr. D. F. McCloskey, Mr. 
C. E. Clarke, Mrs. Walsh, Miss Barr, Mrs. J. 
B. Hall ; Musical Director and Conductor. Mr. 
W. Elliott Haslam. 


= 
The San Francisco Argonaut says: “Jim 
the Penman is a chestnut,” and then gives it 
two columns of criticism. Chestnuts are 
handy sometimes when copy is scarce. 


Charles Wyndham is at outs wi-h the Lon- 
don critics, They called his Young Marlow in 
She Stoops to Conquer a desecration, and he 
stopped sending them tickets. Two great 
London dailies forthwith gave orders that the 
actor be never again mentioned in their 
columns, and it looks as if the boycott would 
extend tothe entire English press. Mr. Wynd- 
han made a mistake, not in supposing that 
newspaper condemnation of his acting could 
not hurt him, but in forgetting that to an 
actor newspaper condemnation is a very mild 
evil compared to being treated as if he were 
too insignificant to Snenen, 


* 
The Conservatory is clearing its decks for ac- 
tion next autumn. Mr. Drysdale tells me that 
several new teachers have been appointed, 


among them being Miss Ethelind G. Thomas, 
A. T. C. M., for p'ano; Miss Eva Roblin, for| Dion Boucicault has anneds at the conclusion 


On Tuesday evening, August 5, the cottagers 
of Lorne Park held a social musicale, which, 
by the way, has become a weekly affair at this 
favoritesummer resort. The ladies and gentle- 
men taking part were Prof. Bohner,"Miss Jack- 


The programme 
was a thoroughly popular one, and exactly 
suited to the tastes of the audience. Theeven- 
ing being very warm, many strolled about on 
the lawn listening to the sweet strains of the 
music, which was wafted out on the evening 


annual convention of the Music Teachers’ 
National Association which was held at De- 


in reaching me) I see that Miss Jessie Corlett, 
formerly of Toronto, was one of the principal 
soloists at the concerts which formed part of 
Miss Corlett’s singing won great 
preise and she is ably sustaiaing the reputation 


The fine organ built and placed in the Park- 


of $3,400, was opened on Monday evening with 
an organ recital by several musicians of the 
city. The performance was highly satisfactory 
both to the church and the organ builder inas- 
much as the ability of the performers and their 
various styles of grouping the stops fully 


who took part acquitted themselves admirably 
and won the appreciation of the large audi- 
ence. The choir of the church has considerably 
improved under the direction of Mr. J. T. 


The following programme was performed : 


Praise Ye the Father, the choir; finale—5th 
Symphony, Mr. A. Blakely; cavatina—Raff, 
Mr. A. A. Burns ; overture—Poet and Peasant, 
Mr. 
Lye; chorus—The Radiant Morn, the choir ; 
a. march—Silver Trumpets (Rimbault), b. fan- 


uet—Symphonique (Bachmann), Mr. Blakeley ; 
offertoire in A—(Batish), Mr. Burns ; chorus— 


Our genial H. Guest Collins with his wife 
and family sail for Germany on Tuesday next, 
The 
same day takes away from us Mr. Harry M. 


the scenic effect is weighed even more care- 


but a consistent and well-considered system of 


in the Theater), since it bec»mes necessary to 




















and Fre.lein Tony Hoffmann for | that tragedians use an unnatural voice because 


the characters they represent are larger than 
life, and to employ the natural voice would jar 
y upon audiences that are to be taken into past 
S | centuries among colossal creations. 
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It is reported that while the London press 
almost unanimously recognize Nat Goodwin’s 
ability as a comedian, he is playing to very 
poor business across the water. 


In The Maister of Woodbarrow it is said Mr. 
E. H. Sothern has a part utterly unlike any 
character he has yet assumed. This represents 
a peculiar type of a young Devonshire lad, with 
elements of uncouthness and yet of high dignity 
and nobility of character. 
furnished Mr. Sothern with the best company 
the young actor has yet had in support. 

* 







General Sherman relates an interesting story 
about Joseph Jefferson. He says: ‘Joe came 
to my room in the Fifth Avenue Hotel, New 
York, about three years ago, and we chatted 
at the window there one summer afternoon. 
He had with him a light, thin overcoat, which 
he threw over a chair. After he had gone I 
found under the chair a roll of paper tied with 
a piece of red tape—the old red tape that I 
know so well. I picked it up, inspected it, and 
then I said, ‘ This is not mine,’ and ran out to 
catch Joe. I ran to the elevator, shouting, 
‘Joe, Joe!’ Isaw him two stairs below, but 
my voice wouldn’t go down, it would only go 
up, so I had to run down, and I finally over- 
took him. ‘Joe, did you drop this roll of paper?’ 
He turned to me with a look full of joy. ‘My 
God, Sherman, you have saved my life!’ 
*‘ What do you mean ; how have I saved your 
life?’ ‘Why,’ replied Jefferson, with that 
familiar twinkle in his eye, ‘{ am publishing 
my life, and that is the first chapter.’” 
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There are only a few of us left, says the joke- 
man of the Mirror, and yet they say that 
Roland Reed is endeavoring to get fat on mush 
and milk, while Edwin Arden is trying baked 
beans at every meal. An inquiry into the 
tastes of some of our histrions reveals the har- 
rowinz facts that : 

Sol Smith Russell likes smoked beef ; 

W. J. Scanlan does not enjoy his dinner un- 
less he has fried bananas for dessert ; 

Dixey revels in rum omelet ; 

Modjeska eats Saratoga potatoes by the 
pound ; 

Grace Elkins is a 
drawn butter ; 

Ada Rehan takes pepper and salt on her 
little necks ; 

Jane Stewart, the new ingenue, has no use 
for pie without cheese ; 

While dainty Della Fox cherishes a guilty 
passion for Lyonnaise potatoes. 



















slave to asparagus, with. 



















Lawrence Barrett has entirely recovered 
from the distressing malady which threatened 
to rob the American stage of one of its orna- 
ments. He will act again, it is said, next 
season. 





* 

Here is a deserving tribute to a bright come- 
dienne at once pretty, sincere and touching : 

DEAR Rosina VOKEs,— You have heard what 
I am going to say too often for novelty, but it 
is more for my own satisfaction that I want to 
say it than in any hope of pleasing you, though 
I would like to do that too; and 1 cannot but 
believe that you must rejoice in the knowledge, 
old though it may be, that you have filled one 
more heart with sunshine, 

Ever since you and I were little girls you 
have been a joy and delight to me, and since 
you have taken up the habit of coming every 
year with the smiling daffodils, I have basked 
in your delicious humor—sometimes near to 
tears, as all true humor is—with ever-increas- 
ing admiration of your genius. But it is for 
this spring I want to thank you. I had been 
illand much troubled and you cam:;, a potent 
physician—a best medicine. I carry you about 
and my blues turn to rose-color and my grum- 
bles to smiles, 

Alas! when you are sick ani sorry there 
will be no Rosina Vokes for you to go to see. 
But that the brightness you have shed on 
others will return to warm and cheer you as 
you have warmed and cheered us is the sincere 































wish of Yours gratefully, 
NELLY FAULDER-CLARK, 
104 West Thirty-eighth street, 
May 15, 1890. New York. 


William Winter, the well-known dramatic 
critic, recently presented to the Players’ Club 
the girdle that Adelaide Neilson wore the last 
time she played Rosalind in America, and a 
miniature portrait of Mary Anderson. 


Two cars sixty feet long have been purchased 
to transport the scenery and belongings of The 
County Fair. A western manager predicts 
that unless a few real cows or tank effects are 
introduced in Macbeth, Richard III. and others 
of Shakespeare’s plays the legitimate will have 
to take second place next season, 

- 


It is reported that when Sara Bornhardt’s 
present contract expires she intends coming to 
America to play Romeo to Margaret Mather's 
Juliet. 












Literary Chat. 


Miss Sara Jeannette Dauncan’s book, A Social 
Departure, is meeting with great and deserved 
success. A brighter record of a journey is not 
often met with, 


















The Week in order to encourage local literary 
talent is offering prizes of $50, $30, $20 and $10 
for the four best short stories submitted to it 
before the first of November. 


°. 

For literary training says Thos. Wentworth 
Higginson, the influence of natural beauty is 
simply priceless. On this flowery bank, on 
this ripplemarked shore are the true literary 
models. How many living authors have ever 
attained to writing a single page which could 
be for one moment comparéd, for the simplicity 
and grace of its structure, with this green 
spray of wild woodbine or yonder white wreath 
of blossoming clematis? A fnely organized 
sentence should ‘throb and palpitate like the 
most delicate vibrations of the summer air, 
We talk of literature as if it were a mere 
matter of rule and measurement, a series of 
processes long since brought to mechanical 

























Mr. Frohman has, 








perfection ; brt it would be less incorrect to 
say that it all lies in the future; tried by the 
out-door standard, there is as yet no literature, 
but only glimpses and guide-boards ; no writer 
has yet succeeded in sustaining, through more 
than some single occasional sentence, that 
fresh and perfect charm. If by the training of 
a life-time one could succeed in producing one 
continuous page of perfect cadence, it would 
be a life well spent. If one could learn to make 
his statements as firm and unswerving as the 
horizon line,—his continuity of thcught as 
markea, yet as unbroken, as yonder soft grada- 
tions by which the eye is lured upward from 










































































































































































Por Saturday Night. 
All yesternizht the thought of you was resting in my soul, 
And when sleep wandered o’er the world that very thought 

























































lake to wood, from wood to hill, from hill to sh stole 
heavens,—what more bracing tonic could | T° po gc with eplendor such as stars could not 













literary culture demand? As it is, art misses 
the parts; yet does not grasp the whole. 


And in the morn I ’wakened with your name upon my lips 


Awakened, my beloved, to the morning of your eyes, 

Your splendid eyes so full of clouds, wherein a shadow 
tries 

To overcome the fiime that melts into a world of gray, 

As coming suns dissolve the dark that veils the edge of day 


Cool drifts the air at dawn of day, cool lies the sleeping dew, 
But all my heart is burning, for it woke from dreams of you 
And O! these longing eyes of mine look out and only see 
A dying night, a waking day, a calm on all but me. 


A writer in the Teacher and Examiner says: 
The English language and its literature now 
claim all the wealth that once lay “dead” in 
Greek and Latin. It was appropriated on the 
ground that a coin in circulation is better than 
a coin locked up in a vault. The lock has been 
opened and all the riches of ancient literature 
abstracted and scattered to the ends of the 
earth. American students seldom live long 
enough to master their own language. “Life 





















So gently creeps the morning thro’ the heavy early air, 
The dawn gray-garbed and velvet-shod is wand’ring every- 



















* where, 
is too short ” to waste precious years in finding To ‘wake the slumber-laden hours that leave their dream- 
that which has been ‘‘ discovered.” Arch- less rest 
bishop Farrar in an article on Literary Criti- | with outspread laggard wings to court the pillows of the 
cism, in the Forum for May, decrying ill- west. 


tempered or pointless censure, quite frequently 
quotes from Latin or some other foreign 
tongue to elucidate his points. All such 
“elucidations ” are lost to the vast majority of 
his readers. This pernicious and pedantic 
habit is common among scholarly linguists. 
They seem to forget that ninety-nine of every 
hundred of their readers are untaught in the 
dead or foreign languages, and that all such 
quotations are gibberish to them. Perhapsthe 
brilliant Archbishop did not employ Latin, 
French and German to show his erudition, but 
he certainly showed a want of good taste in 
tantalizing most of his admiring readers with 
his occasional learned obscurities in the Forum 
article. . 


After Mr. Howells’ lucubrations against 
Thackeray, it is interesting to read what the 
English scholar, William Ernest Henley, 
writes of that author. Of Thackeray Henley 
says, epigrammatically, that he was the aver- 
age clubman, plus genius and a style. He 
finds in the author of Vanity Fair a highly 
respectable British cynic, who delights im re- 
minding us that everybody is a humbug; that 
we are all rank snobs; that to misuse your 
aspirates is to be ridiculous and incapable of 
real merit; that all is vanity; that there’s a 


Up from the earth a moisture steals with cdor fresh and 
soft, 

A smell of moss and grasses warm with dew, and far aloft 

The stars are growing colorless, while drooping in the west 

A late wan moon is paling in a sky of amethyst. 


The passing of the shadows as they waft their pinions near 

Has stirred a tender wind within the night-hushed atmos- 
phere, 

That in its homeiess wandering sobs in an undertone 

An echo to my heart that eobbing calls for you alone. 


The night is chained, beloved, and another day set free, 

Another day of hunger for the one I may not see, 

What care I for the perfect dawn? the blue and empty skies? 

The night is always miae without the morning of your eyes. 
E. Pavtine JonNson. 



































Cupid or Cupidity. 


For Saturday Night. 
There are blessings still in store 
When we’re desperate of the least ; 
I have fallen in love once more, 
Though I rather thought I'd ceased. 
Once again I feel the ache, 
And the yearning and the flame, 
And the thrill one can’t mistake 
When one hears the lady’s name. 


She's so positively rich, 
Quite a host of fellows vow 



























skeleton in every house; that passion, en- “aaa eeeeaee TT 
thusiasm, excess of any sort is absurd. All But she atinite leeds Sidi 


the same, his manner is the perfection of con- 
versational writing; graceful, yet vigorous; 
adorably artificial, yet incomparably sound; 
touched with modishness, yet informed with 
distinction; instinct with urbanity, yet in- 
stinct with charm—it is a type of high-bred 
English, a climax of literary art. He was a 
born writer, and he had learnt his art before 
he began to practise it. 


* 

Current Literature includes in its list of 
notable articles in the magazines for the 
month a paper on Grouse Shooting on Ameri- 
can Prairies in Outing, by Mr. E. W. Sandys. 


Art and Artists. 


In an address delivered at Manchester 
recently at the opening of a school of art Sir 
Frederick Leighton, president of the Royal 
Academy, said: ‘‘Let your young folks fur- 
ther see on the subject of industrial art that it 
is not merely in sumptuous and stately furni- 
ture, in costly tissues, such as those that have 
been spread before us with so liberal a hand by 
Sir Charles Robinson—not in the working of 
precious metals only, or the in-weaving of 
jewels—thet in these only is the highest level 
of beauty attained ; but in the hands of Greeks, 
of Egyptians, of Etruscans, of Japanese, and 
other gifted nations, the most humble utensils, 
the ordinary appliances, the cup, the goblet, 
the spoon, the fork, the platter, the lamp, the 
mirror, the comb for the toilet, the humble 
stove, the settie—all these things have been 
invested with curve and torm, with rhythmical 
proportions so lovely and so full of subtlety 
and variety that it would seem that with the 
people among whom they have been produced 
the sense of b2auty pervaded the air and was 
overwhelming. ‘This let your young people 
see, and so, not in a day—of course we don’t 
expect miracles—we shall find the physical 
sense bred amongst the many, and amongst 
the few original intellectual genius will be 
evolved by the diffusion of a higher standard 
of taste and perception. A favorable atmos- 
phere for production wili be engendered, and 
in the multiplication of comely and delightful 
surroundings, a steady source of wholesome 
and unassailable delights will spread increas- 
ingly, and more and more embrace a wider 
number of homes within its elevating influ- 
ence, bringing into their lives, and firing all 
their spirits with light and warmth, which I 
am afraid I must say is too seldom vouchsafed 
to them in this gloom-bound northern climate.” 


Where a magic fountain drips ; 
She would scorn to waste love’s wine 
0a their avaricious lips. «..', 


I exhibit ignorance 

Of ner f.ther’s stocks and shares, 
And when people talk finance, 

I wear transcendental airs. 
Yet with wariness and wile 

Though my w’ts are well combined, 
Still her red lips do not smile 

Nor her pretty eyes grow kind. 


Every hope and wish beside, 
Every prospect, mean or large, 
I'd forego if she'd confide 
Her dear future to my charge. 
For love little recks of thrift 
When youth’s passion gathi rs heat, 
All my life in one great gift, 
I would lavish at her feet. 























































She has self-assertive ways, 
And her pians are all her own ; 
What she purchases or pays, 
Is her business alone. 
But upon her haughty brow 
Other records will appear ; 
There is many a happy vow 
To be whispered in her ear. 
















Not in politics profound, 
Yet she’s clever in the house ; 
And she’ll stand upon her ground 
During rumors of a mouse. 
She has never swooned from fright 
When a chimney went on fire, 
While a thanderstorm at night 
Is a thing we both admire. 




















She has principles of dress 
Which respect the latest code, 
But she quite avoids excess 
And abhors the waspish mode. 
She has never heaped her head 
With a trophy of the chase ; 
She objects to brilliant red 
And despises modern lace. 






































With a talent quite unfeigned, 
She is court and kitchen wise ; 
Most unusually trained, 
She can cook and criticise. 
She could bake you white or brown, 
And the servants proudly siy 
Yon must tie her sponge cake do: n, 
Lest it rise and float away. 


For good music and high art, 

For the ball room and the street, 
Growing native in her heart, 

That rare blossom—Taste—you meet. 
She detests ({ hate it too) 

All society veneer, 
And the way she looks it through 

Is distractingly severe. 
































While the flowers that seek the sun, 
Are the soonest flowers to fa!l, 
Fruit the hardest to be won 
Is the sweetest after all. 
So I humor her conceits, 
And endeavor not to vex ; 
Could you win her, Hope repeats, 
You could sign your name to cheques. 
Avserr E. 8. Suyrus. 


The Architects’ Associaticn of Oatario met in 
the rooms of the Architectural Sketch Club on 
Tuesday. There were present Messrs. D. B. 
Dick, S. G. Curry, E. Burk, W. B. Storin, and 
S. H. Townsend of this city, Messrs. Rastrick 
and Edwards of Hamilton, Messrs, Ewartz and 
Arnoldi of Hamilton, and Mr. Blackwell of 
Peterborough. Mr. W. J. Storm was elected 


resident, and Mr. S, H. T; d regi . 
Pp ° A ownsend registrar. A Woman’s Scorn. 


A meeting of the Art Students’ League was 
held on Tuesday evening. The chief topic of 
discussion was in keep'ng with the season, 





Her perfect loveliness was chilled 


With stern patrician pride 
That always made me feel half snubbed 


viz.—a holiday trip to Niagara, This will prob- Whene’er I gained her side ; 
ably take place this month, Yet by the sea I loved with her 
° To watch the day decline, 


E’en though her name began with Miss 
And Mr. prefaced mie, 


For round her breathed an air of love 
No formal arte concealed, 
And yester eve-—thrice happy hour— 
A kiss my heart revealed. 
I heeded not her flaming scorn 
Nor meekly paused to parley, 
But clasped her close, for in her wrath 
She orled ‘' How dare you, Charlie |" 
P. McArthur in Munsey’s Weekly. 


Mr. Cari Ahrens 
country. 


has returned from the 


* 
Marine subjects seem to have an irresistible 
fascination for artists these days, 


How It Might. 
ney say gum chewing undermines the in- 


“I didn’t know that, but it nearly pulled out 
my wisdom-teeth.”—Harper's Bazar, 
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Noted People. 





The Empress Eugenie is traveling in Norway 


under an assumed name, 


Emperor William of Germany has been study- 


ing the Russian language for a year. 


* By her will Mrs. Emily Pfeiffer, the English 
poetess, who died ‘recently, leaves $315,000 to 
charitable and educational establishments for 


women. 


A philanthropic desire to fit herself to bea 
nurse hasled Lady Alexandria Leveson-Gower, 
daughter of the Duke of Sutherland, to enter a 


London hospital. 


The Grand Duchess Xenia, daughter of the 
Czar, who is engaged to be married to her 
second cousin, the Grand Duke Alexander, is 


but 15 years of age. 


Olive Schreiner, the author of An African 


Farin, has, it is said, a liking for raw meat. 


She takes her beefsteak just warm enough to 


remove the effects of the ice-box. 


The small Archduchess Elizabeth, daughter 
of the late Crown Prince of Austria, is said to 
be growing exactly like her mother. The little 
girl is an enthusiastic entomologist, and never 


leaves the Castle of Laxenburg, where she 
lives, without a butterfly net. 


Her Majesty the Queen pays great attention 
to the floral wreaths which she sends out, In- 
quiry is made as to what were the favorite 
flowers of the deceased person, and if it is pos- 
sible they are obtained. All the Royal wreaths 
are made at the gardens at Frogmore, 


A voting contest lately instituted by a popu- 
lar London paper shows Miss Braddon to be 
the favorite novelist of the English public, 
Rider Haggard following two hundred votes 
behind that inexhaustible story-teller, and 
Walter Besant pushing Mr. Haggard close. 


One of Horace Greeley’s nephews is a barber 
in a little town in Warren county, Pa. In per- 
sonal appearance he is not unlike his dis- 
tinguished uncle. He thinks Horace might 
also have become a great barber if he had not 
got switched off in another direction when he 
was young and immature. 


While the Empress Frederick has been in 
London she has been engazed on a strange 
tour of inspection. Accompanied by her Ger- 
man architect and several well-known gentle- 
men who make a specialty of baths, she has 
visited a number of large houses in London in 
order to get some fresh ideas for baths to fit up 
in her own home, 


Isaac Pitman, the inventor of phonography, 
isa hoary-haired man with a scholarly stoop, 
and still presides over the Phonetic Institute, 
Bath, England. He is rising seventy-eight, 
yet he supervises a correspondence of thirty 
thousand letters a year, besides editing the 
Phonetic Journal and compiling the numerous 
books which he annually publishes. 


Sir Robert Rawlinson is a Lancashire self- 
made man, On one occasion, while passing 
through Chorley, he pointed to a step and said, 
“That step is well set.” His friend, who was 
a well-known lawyer, laughed heartily, and 
said, ‘‘How should I know?” He, in reply, 
said, “‘ Well I know it is, for I set it myself,” 
having worked as a working stonemason in 
Chorley. 


Tae famous preacher, Rev. Paillips Brooks, 
takes no summer vacation, but is found in his 
place Sunday after Sunday, throughout the hot 
weather. His friend Judge Howland delights 
to tell the story of the Rugby football player, 
who, when he saw the massive figure of the 
Boston minister loom up in the chapel pulpit, 
exclaimed: “‘Great heavens! what a man for 
a center rush!” 


A bon mot, to which fate has since added an 
ironical comment, has been attributed to the 
ex-Emperor of Brazil, On being shown one of 
those mechanical wonders, which always in- 
terested him more than the cares of govern- 
ment, a wheel that made we know not how 
many revolutions in the minute: ‘* Why,” 
said the monarch, “it actually beats our South 
American republics.” 


A young woman requested Moltke and Bis- 
marck to write in her album, The marshal 
wrote: ‘*Falsehood passes away, truth re- 
mains.—Von Moltke, Field Marshal.” Bis- 
marck took the pen and added: “I know 
very well the truth will prevail in the next 
world ; but, in the meantime, a field marshal 
himself would be powerless against falsehood 
in this world.—Von Bismarck, Chancellor of 
the Empire.” 


The Czar of Russia is especially fond of his 
Finnish possessions, because only tm Finland 
does he feel himself safe from assassination. 
At present, accompanied by the Czarina and 
their children, he is making his annual picnic 
cruise among the Finnish islands. Sometimes 
the royal party lands for five o'clock tea, when 
the emperor gathers sticks for the fire, and the 
empress boils the kettle. They travel and live 
like any plain bourgeois couple, the Czar in 
tweeds, in which he looks enormous, and the 
Czarina in the simplest of yachting costumes. 


The Duchess of Leinster, who, at the late 
state ball at Buckingham Palace, wore dia- 
mond epaulettes, a diamond corselet, many 
coils of lightly mounted diamonds—like glan- 
cing serpents—among the laces of her toilette, 
a diamond tiara, diamond bracelets, and ;more 
diamond brooches and buckles than the dazzled 
beholders could count, is not a mere fine lady. 
At Maynooth, in Ireland, she has established 
an industrial school for poor women and girls, 
under charge of the nuas, where the pupils are 
taught various industries, and where the 
beautiful young duchess herself both teaches 
in the classes, and tries to improve the forlorn 
condition of the peasants, who adore her, 

Mrs. Adair of Rathdaire,}Ireland, who, ac- 
cording to English newspapers,jhas refused an 
offsr of $1,750,000 for her cattle ranch in Color- 
ado, holding the property for a round two mil- 
lions, is the daughter of Gen, Wadsworth of 
Genesee, N.Y. At one time she was a danger- 
ous rival of Mrs. Hammersley for the title of 
Duchess of Marlborough and such affections as 
the graceless duke had to bestow withit, In- 
deed, the Oxford Chrunicle and Berks Gazette, 
published at the town nearest the ducal seat, in 
its issue of September 17, 1885, announced the 
engagement of the Duke of Marlborough and 
Mrs, Adair. Mra. Adair was the widow of 
Col. Montgomery Ritchie, U.S. A., when she 


















in the county. 


tice of discipline. 


against tubbing. 


have his own way. 


rank, the little fellow walked up to the man 
and asked, severely : 
**Do you know who I am?” 


“Yes, Hohein,” said the sentinel, standing 


motionless, 

“Who am I?” 

** Prince Heinrich.” 

“* Why don’t you salute, then?” 

** Because we do not present arms to an un- 
washed prince,” replied the sentinel, who had 
received his orders from the prince’s mother. 

The little fellow said not a word, but walked 
on. Next morning he took his bath with per- 
fect docility, and was never known to complain 
of it again. 


-_— SS 
Love’s Dream. 


Por Saturday Night. 


Cupid, on a sultry day in June, 
A shelter sought from the fervent noon. 


He espied a cool inviting shade, 
A friendly shadow the hawthorns made. 


Some p>ppies flaunted their blossoms nigh 
And wheat stalks rustled a lullaby. 





The summer silence was calm and deep 
And the drowsy boy inclined to sleep. 


He placed, as he pressed his mossy bed, 
His fateful quiver beneath his head. 


His eyelids drooped ’neath the languid day 
Until on his cheeks their lashes lay. 


A zephyr gave him a parting kiss, 
He dreamed, and the dream of love was this : 


He dreamt there stood in his very way 
A miiden fair as the flush of day. 


He drew, as he marked her sosy lips, 
An arrow’s head to his finger tips, 


Let fly the dartin a vengeful way, 
The charming target to wound or slay. 


But smitten he seemed with feeble will, 
He could not wound her, nor could he kill. 


Dart after dart that he sped in vain 
He saw her catch with a cool disdain. 


Then Love awoke, in enraged surprise, 
And muttered, ‘‘ She, whom I first meet, dies!” 


When lo, on a bank beside the plain 
A maiden sat with a wooing swain, 


Said Love, ‘‘ A couple distraught they seem, 
Before I wound them I'l] tell my dream.” 


So he sat him down b2tween the pair, 
And told his dream with a vexed air. 


And as he talked in the fading light, 
His vengeful threat was forgotten quite. 


Then up he arose and bade adieu, 
And a shaiow fell between the two. 


* Love seems distressed by his dream,” said he. 
* Ah! Love does little but dream,” said she. 
R, CROOKENDEN, 





Toronto Girls and the Wheel. 





While the women who ride bicycles in To 
ronto are not many, numbering only thirteen 
or thereabout as yet, the enthusiasm of those 
who have dared to mount the wheel is bound 
to be contagious, Talking with some of them 
yesterday I managed to elicit considerable in- 
formation regarding the initiatory exercises, 
and my good opinion of bicycling for women 
was very materially strengthened. 

Those I have spoken to have ridden only dur- 
ing this season, but they seem thoroughly in 
love with the exercise, and cited many cases in 
which others had announced a determination 
to “ have a wheel next year.” 

I have carefully noticed the movements made, 
from the agile mount to the graceful descent 
from a wheel, and I am convinced that the 
popularly expressed opinion as to the hoy- 
denish character of bicycling for women is 
founded on prejudice and ignorance. 

The position assumed is an entirely graceful 
one, and a woman's seat on the wheel is at- 
tended with far more true elegance and 
naturalness of figure than in a saddle. 

I was much surprised at the apparent ease 
with which the art of riding was acquired. 
The whole secret seemed to be to stay on and 
look graceful, and graceful they certainly were, 
with the well-timed movement, erect position 
and dainty costume appointments, 

In bicycling, as in every other form of ener- 


married John George Adair, Esq., of Rath- 
daire, Queens Co., Ireland. She is a beauty 
and a capital conversationist, while her re- 
putation as a cross-country rider is the best in 
Ireland. Her social supremacy is recognized 


The recent meeting between the Queen and 
the Empress Frederick calls to mind the follow- 
ing story, which is characteristic of Her 
Majesty’s eldest daughter's notions and prac- 
Prince Henry, the brother 
of the present Emperor, had,when a small boy, 
the greatest objection to his daily bath, and the 
nursery became every morning the scene of a 
vigorous and tearful struggle on his part 
His mother tried in vain to 
persuade him that baths were inevitable, and 
that he must submit to them ; but she finally 
gave the nurse orders one morning to let him 
Prince Henry, confident 
that he had gained a remarkable victory, was 
exultant, and when he set out for his morning 
walk took no pains to conceal his triumph. He 
indulged in sundry taunting remarks to his at- 
tendants ; but on returning home he was sur- 
prised to notice that the sentinel at the yate 
did not present arms as he passed. On reaching 
the palace he found a second sentinel equally 
remiss; and, knowing as well as any of his 
punctilious military race what was due to his 

































severe in its 


outfit is marked by a trimness 


the most approved style. 


is manifested by the occasional departure from 
the postilion bodice. 


for there is considerable exercise about riding 
and I like the freedom,” said one ardent bicy- 
cleene. 

In bicycling the rider’s personality is very 
obvious, for the dexterous or anskilful manage- 
ment of her wheel depends so entirely upon 
her grace or awkwardness. 

The women who ride bicyles in Toronto have 
been much annoyed by the close attention 
which invariably greeted them on even ‘the 
quietest streets, while some very funny inci- 
dents are still bright in their memories. It 
was the emphatic avowal of more than one 
daring rider that people stared unmercifully. 
So much so that wheels were left unused for 
some little time after encountering a particu. 
larly embarrassing crowd of starers. 

One pretty dark-haired girl while speaking 
of the annoyance of running the gauntlet of 
curious eyes laughed merrily over the descrip- 
tion of a small boy who was much interes‘ed in 
her wheel. The urchin’s one wild desire 
was to hear her ring her bell and he 
hurried after her half breathless, while 
his coaxing query: “Won't you ring 
yer bell, missis,” was very amusing. ‘The 
trouble was,” said the laughing narrator, 
“that he wanted me to go on ringing it.” The 
story of the importunate little urchin, to whom 
the familiar ting-a-ling-ling gave such pleasure, 
was illustrative of only one of the odd phases 
of bicycling on country roads, 

Toronto's female bicyclists do not confine 
themselves to wheeling over asphalt pavements, 
for I learned that Weston, Victoria Park and 
the Half-Way House were not unusual rides, 
and the query regarding lengthened fatigue 
was met with a smiling negative. An even- 
ing’s wheeling does not tire more than an even- 
ing’s walking, and the distance traveled means 
so much more pure country air for the time out. 

To me the tall wheel with its male rider flying 
alongside a lady’s safety which a girl, with 
well-trained muscles, is speeding over a level 
road is a very pretty picture. The “boys” 
seem delighted to add to the wheel's popularity 
through the manifest enthusiasm of their sis- 
ters and friends, while I know of one husband 
who rides very often, and is almost invariably 
accompanied by his wife on her well-managed 
bicycle. ‘‘People do say dreadful thing and 
look very scornfully,” said this same little 
woman, “ but I am fond of it, and my husband 
wants me to ride with him, so if it pleases 
him and I like it, I don’t care what they say.” 
This is surely the proper spirit with which to 
begin arun. People are so ready to denounce 
the novel as the naughty that new customs 
have much to fight. There is an innate some- 
thing which looks askance at innovations, and 
in ignorance singles out some fancied dispar- 
aging feature. Once established, this unjust 
conclusion becomes a foundation for often the 
most unpardonable prejudice. 

Girls’ lives to-day must differ from their 
grandmothers’ girlhoods, and the idea of free- 
dom is becoming well sustained in the minds 
of parents. Whatever conduces to health and 
broadens the mind, is likely to prove a strong 
factor of happiness, so the girls may wheel if 
they choose, while the wiseacres shake their 
heads and prophesy broken necks and hoydens, 

Bicycling for women is yet in its infancy 
among us, but it is not unlikely that it will 
prove a most popular form of recreation in the 
very near future, for the boundless enthusiasm 
of those who ride, and the easily-detected ex- 
hilaration of the movement will be sure to 
bring many to swell the ranks of the Toronto 
bicycleenes. 

A very delightful picture was presented quite 
recently on Carlton street, as a well-guided 
lady’s safety sped along, accompanied by a 
most protective-looking ‘high wheel. The ride 
had been a brisk one, for the girl's face was 
glowing, while the dancing eyes told of vigor 
yet unspent. The wind’s havoc with well- 
pinned tresses was not unapparent. The free, 
strong movements bespoke great energy and 
strength, The laughing face turned up now 
and then, and the gleeful little laugh which 
was swept towards me indicated the pleasure 
enjoyed, while clusters of wild flowers strag- 
gling along her bodice, told me of a little way- 
side loitering out yonder, a little gay garner- 
ing of uncultivated blossoms, and a pleasant 
ride throughout, to which this brisk run along 
Carlton, in the gray dusk, was a most delight- 
ful finish. FRANCES BURTON CLARE, 





High License vs. Prohibition. 


Temperance Advocate—I see you have high 
license in your town. How does it operate? 

Col. Rumnose—Miserab!e. There are so few 
saloons that you can’t enter one without hav- 
ing to treat a dozen friends; and, there bene 
no competition, the whisky is vile. Hig 
license is a failure. Give me prohibition, and 
plenty of drug-stores,” 








The Sunday Paper. 


The demand for tbe Sunday paper steadily 
increases in spite of the feeble opposition made 
to it. As a brain product it is as marvelous a 
thing as marks this progressive literary age. 
It is an eclectic volume calculated to meet 
the tastes of all grades of readers, and repre- 
sents the labor Sand thought of some of the 
ablest minds in the country. Back of each 
issue are hundreds of cultured workers and 
ready pens, Art written up by artists, sports 
by sportsmen, educational matters by educa- 
tors, religious progress by the best known 
diviaes, novelettes by poueler fiction writers, 
humor by heaviest salaried American wits, 
seaside letters by the breeziest a 
national growth and advancement by the 
ablest statesmen, and in fact everything of 
importance from the pens of specialists who 
are recognized authorities on the subjects 
handled. The photographic art and the won- 
derful mechanical processes for producing 
illustrations have made many of these papers 
picture books, in which are reproduced not 


getic exercise, the dress for the occasion 
is of the simplest description and quite 
fashioning. The complete 
which 
suggests at once the orthodox riding-habit. 
The head-gear, though, is more jaunty, the 
stiff hat being replaced by a natty cap in 
Regarding the 
length of the riding-skirt I found some differ- 
ences of opinion, one assuring me that it should 
be at least three inches shorter than a walking 
dress, and another affirming as her belief 
that it was much better if longar than for 
ordinary wear. The same difference of opinion 


“*I wear a blouse with turned down collar, 
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He—O, do say you will marry me! 
She (hesitating) —Er—I—er—er—— 
He—Whby, anyone would thing I had asked yc u to sinz !—Life. 





os 


Why don’t you answer? 





only interesting scenes and sketches, but por- 
traits of successful men and women, and pic- 
tures of every novelty produced by art or in- 
vention. The Sunday paper is an article which 
it takes hundreds of scholars and thousands of 
dollars to produce, and it is sold for less than 
the price of an ordinary loaf of bread. The 
Sunday paper has brought to the masses food 
for the mind at a lower rate than man’s greatest 
endeavor has brought food for the stomach ; 
and it can no more be stopped than the electri- 
cal current or the tidal wave. 








Kind Words for Canada’s Summer. | 


The number is one of beauty, and handsomely 
illustrated. We have yet to see a finer produc- 
tion in the shape of a holiday number.—Picker- 
ing News. 

The Sheppard Publishing Co. of Toronto has 
issued a very creditable holiday number en- 
titled Canada’s Summer, being a fine contrast 
to the winter productions which have led to an 
erroneous opinion of our country abroad.— New- 
market Era, 


The work is neat but not gorgeous. The read- 
ing matter is light but not sensational. It 
contains thirty-two pages of reading matter in 
prose and poetry, and ought to provea pleasant 
companion to those who may or can afford to 
—= an afternoon in some sylvan retreat far 

rom the dust and toil of city life.— York Herald. 


The Summer number of SsturpAy NIGHT, 
issued by the Sheppard Pub!.shing Co. of To- 
ronto, is a remarkably fine one—richly illus- 
trated and full of literary matter which cannot 
fail to both instruct and entertain the reader. 
—Colborne Express. 


The idea of a summer number of a Canadian 
newspaper ic an excellent one, and may serve 
in a measure to show our continental friends 
that there is a summer in this country and 
that Canadians do not dwell in a region of per- 
petual Christmas numbers, The illustrations | 
are excellent, and the number is full of timely | 
shortstories and try by acknowledged clever | 
writers.—Brantford Expositor. 

It is one of the handsomest illustrated papers 
ever gotten up in the Queen City. The plates 
are superb, while the literary matter shows 
signs of having been carefuily selected.—Strat- | 
ford Times, 

The Holiday Number of Toronto SATURDAY 





rs lls Eee on om 


Nieut isa credittothe publishers. The covers 
are printed in blue and gold, and preseut a 
neat and tasty appearance, while the inside is 
well printed on fine, heavy paper, profusely 
illustrated, and filled with interesting reading 
and poetry.—Northumberland Enterprise. 


The Summer sea Number of SATURDAY 
Nicurt is a very excellent one. The contents 
are varied and of unusual interest, comprising 
a number of short stories, poetry ot more than 
ordinary merit, and beautiful illustrations. 
Where Roads Meet, by the talented editor, Mr. 
Edmund E., Sheppard, is alone worth more than 
double the price of the number. It is written 
in his usual easy, natural style, and will charm 
every reader. The whole number is a very 
creditable production, and one that all Cana- 
dians may be proud to send to their friends 
abroad.—Port Hope Times. 

Toronto SAtuRDAY Nicut Holiday Num- 
ber is beautifully gotten up as regards type, 
presswork, paper form and contents, and isa 
credit to the Sheppard Publishing Co. that 
issued it.—Port Dover Maple Leaf. 

ToRONTO SATURDAY NIGHT came out in a 
remarkably fine holiday number, in an illumin- 
ated cover, profusely illustrated. The Rope 
Ferry, Leaving the Lske, Mortgaging the 
Homestead, The Story a Ja Rembrant and 
others make very charming pictures. The 
reading matter is of a superior order and does 
credit to the firm.—Albert (N. B.) Maple Leaf. 

The Holiday Number of THE ToRONTo Satur- 
pay NIGHT is very neatly gotten up, and the 
articles are well written, racy and thoroughly 
Canadian.— Bruce Herald 

Tur Toronto SatuRDAY NIGHT has issued 
a carnival holiaay number which, both as a 
work of art and an interesting literary contri- 
bution, wil! take first rank in current litera- 
ture.—Meaford Monitor. 

While the Carnival was a sell the same can- 
not be said of the Summer Number of the 
SaturpAy Nicur. The publishers of this 
sprightly society faerane have issued a most 
creditable Carnival Number full of interesting 
reading matter and illustrated with a number 
of excellent Canadian views.—South Simcoe 
News. 

The Sheppard Publishing Co. of Toronto 
issued a special Carnival Number last week 
which is a veel handsome and meritorious pro- 
duction, peculiarly appropriate to the summer 
season. S literary and artistic merit it is far 
ahead of what the occasion deserved.—Goderich 
Star. 

By all odds the finest midsummer holiday 
publication that has reached our table is that 
of THe Toronto SaturDAY NIGHT, from the 
Sheppard Publishing Co. It is certainly a 
credit to this enterprising firm of publishers.— 
Bedford (Que.) Times. 

Toronto SATURDAY Nicut, @ society pager 
published in the Queen City, issued on July la 
special holiday number, with stories and read- 
ings in prose and verse, suitable to the season, 

inence being given in the numerous illus- 
Teattons to the beauties of outdoor life, which 


are nowhere more beautiful than in Canada. 
Altogether it is quite an ambitious effort.—<St. 
John (N. B.) Globe 


The Holiday Number of SAtuRDAY NIGuHr is 
—- to Canadian journalism.— Almonte. 
mes. 


It is a very creditable production, magnifi- 
cently illustrated and containing a large 
amount of excellent reading.—Leamington 
Post. 

We have received a very beautiful copy of 
SATURDAY Nicut, issued by the Sheppard 
Publishing Co., Toronto. It is entitled 
CANADA'S SUMMER.—St, Marys Argus. 

The holiday number of Toronto SATURDAY 
NiGur is finely illustrated and contains numer- 
ous sketches of Canadian summer resorts, in- 
terspersed with short stories adapted to the 
holiday season.—S¢. Thomas Evening Journal. 


It is a fine specimen of printing, and is full 
of the choicest original contributions and 
selections from story-writers, poets and the 
comic writer. It is profusely illustrated, and 
most of the sketches are original.—Perth 
Courier. 

There are in the book 36 pages, consisting of 
a superior class of reading matter, the subjects 
treated being fully illustrated, together with 
six full page illustrations. The number is got- 
ten up inthe finest style of the art, and with 
the blue and gold cover makesa very attractive 
appearance.—Port Arthur Herald, 


Besides containing a number of excellent 
literary hits, it opens with a sermone*te on 
Guests, by Louise Markscheffel ; a sbort story, 
Where Roads Meet, by Edmund E Sheppard ; 
an article by Louis Frechette, entitled With 
Victor Hugo ; The Story of a Skull, by Alex. F. 
Pirie; Only a Younger Son, by Seranus; Why 
Smith Never Married, by D. A. McKellar; 
Tangles, by Frances Burton Clare. Through- 
out the Holiday Number are interspersed 
poetical selections of a fine order. Coming to 
us once a week, SATURDAY Nicur forms a 
pleasant recreation, and we are impressed with 
the idea that it is fully performing its duty in 
giving the fashionable world something solid 
and tangible with which to occupy the idle 
moments necessarily belonging to that class of 
mortals.—Haldimand Advocate, 


It is replete with Canadian engravings of 
artistic design, and cannot fail to meet with 
the success it deserves, Napanee Express. 


The publishers of TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT 
have surpassed themselves by the issue of their 
holiday number under the name of CANADA'S 
SumMMER. It consists of thirty-two pages of 
readable original matter, short stories, essays 
and poetry, printed on luxurious paper and il- 
lustrated in a style far above the average holi- 
day editions of Canadian papers. It is finely 

ot up in every respect, and is a pleasure to 
ook at as wellas to read.—S/. John, (N. B) 
Progress. 

We have received a copy of the Summer 
Number of SATURDAY NIGHT, the great popu- 
lar weekly, published by Mr. Sheppard, To- 
ronto. This fine number is a daisy and beats 
all past records.—Delhi Reporter. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NiGut's holiday number 
is entitled CANADA’s SUMMER, and has pictures 
of camp life and fishing. One ricture repre- 
sents The Rope Ferry, an old Canadian institu- 
tion, swinging on a rope passing over pulleys, 
still in operation on the Trent river. Two 
beautiful pictures, The Story and Mortwaging 
the Homestead, from paintings by G. A. Reid, 
cannot fail to attract attention.—Monfreal 
Witness. 

Its publishers, the Sheppard Publishing Co. 
of Toronto, are to be congratulated upon the 
handsome appearance of this number. THE 
Toronto SAatuRDAY Nienrt is the favorite 
society and literary paper of Canada and we 
wish it the success which it so well merits.— 
Liverpool (N.S.) Times. 

It is a rare work and a credit to Canadian 
journalism,—Pictou (N.S.) Colonial Standard, 


We can only say that the number is highly 
creditable to the publisher and contains some 
rare gems of Canadian literature.—EZlora 
Express. 

The holiday number of SAtuRDAY NiGart is 
superbly got up and reflects great credit on the 
Sheppard Publishing Company. It is called 
CaNnaDA’s SUMMER, aod a very good idea it 
gives of Canada in verse and prose. The num- 

r is magnificently illustrated, and will bea 
charming companion during a holiday.— Regina 
(N. W. T.) Leader. 

CaNnADA's SUMMER is the title of an admirable 
holiday number of ToRonTo SATURDAY NIGHT, 
which contains a large amount of interesting 
reading, profusely illustrated.— Orillia Packet, 


The special Summer Number of the Sarur. 
DAY Nieut “isathing of beauty.” It is full 
of charming stories, sweet lyrics and splendid 
illustrations. The artistic finish is a credit to 
young Miss Canada.—Meaford Mirror. 


Canapva's SUMMER Number of SAatuRDAY 
Nieut is a beautiful specimen of skilfal work. 
The engravings are almost as real as life and 
the camping scenes remind us of our own 
beautiful islands in the Georgian Bay, and 
were it not that the description says they are 
anes on en Stony @ we — 
magine ourselves in camp on Georgian _— 
Midland Free Press, 

The publishers of Toronto Saturpay Nieat 
have issued a beautifully illustrated Summer 
holiday number.— Blyth Standard, 
































































































































































































































































































SAE ERI an AS 


pe 





HIS HEARTS QUEEN. 


“ TORON1O SATURDAY NIGHI. 





BY MRS. GHORGIE SHELDON 


Author of “ Max,” “ That Dowd 


Bride,” “ Brownie’s Triumph, 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE FACE AT THE WINDOW. 


Lord Cameron admired Wallace’s independ- 
ence, yet, while he saw he would hurt him 
deeply by insisting upon his acceptance of the 
check, he could not feel satisfied to accept as a 
gift the valuable plans which he had executed 

r him. 
ihe therefore said no more about the money, 
but, before he slept, he wrote several letters to 

rominent parties in New York, whom he 
w,in which he spoke with highest praise 
of Wallace's talents as an architect, and so- 
licited their influence and patronage for him in 
the future. 

‘* Perhaps these may prove to be of more ad- 
vantage to you than the content of that other 
envelope which you rejected,” he remarked, 
with a smile, as he slipped half a dozen letters 
of introduction into his hands just before they 
retired. 5 

“You are very thoughtful, Cameron,” Wal- 
lace said aver ; ‘“‘and I thankfully 

ake use of these.” : 
mThe fifth of October, the date of Wallace’s 
departure, dawned a bright, lovely morning. 

ord Cameron had arranged to accompany 
him to Liverpool determined to delay their 
parting to the last moment, and dreading more 
than he could express; the return to his estate 
in Essex County, when he would begin to 
realize something of the loneliness of his own 
situation. Waliace’s illness, and the care 
which he had been forced to give him, he now 
realized had been a great blessing to him, for 
it had prevented, in a measure, his brooding 
over his own troubles. 

Vane had made thovghtful provision for his 
friend’s voyage, supplying him with everything 
he could think of to make his passage comfort- 
able and pleasan', and the two men, after tak- 
ing an affectionate leave of Lady Isabel, who 
also had become very fond of Wallace, drove 
away to catch the express for Liverpool. 

As they were passing through one of the 
busy thoroughfares of the city, their progress 
was hindered for a few moments by a blockade 
of vehicles. 

While waiting for an opportunity to advance, 
another carriage, going in the opposite direc- 
tion, slowly passed them—for the stream of 
teams was not blocked on the other side of the 
street—and when it was directly opposite them 
the face of a woman looked forth from the 
window, for an instant, then the coach passed 
on, and she was lost to view. 

An agonized cry had burst from Wallace at 
that moment, and that, with his fixed stare at 
the passing carriage, caused Lord Cameron 
also to glance that way; but he only caught a 
fleeting glimpse of the outline of a delicate 
face framed in golden hair, then she vanished 
bey ond his sight. 

* Violet!” gasped Wallace, with ashen lips, 
and trembling violently from head to foot. 
“Did you see her? Oh, let me out, quick ! 
quick! I must find her!” 

He was terribly agitated and unnerved, al- 
most frantic, in fact, and Lora Cameron greatly 
feared another attack such as had previously 
prostrated him. ; 

He reached out his hand and pushed him 
firmly, yet kindly, back upon his seat. 

‘“* Be quiet, Richardson !” he said, with gentle 
authoritativeness. ‘It could not have been 
Violet. It was but adelusior, a fancied resem- 
blance, ora trick of the imagination. Violet 
is dead. Did I not sce her with my own eyes? 
Did I not care for her, and lay her to rest be- 
neath the shade of that grand old beech ?— 
while you yourself have seen her grave.” 

**Oh, but it—the face—was so like—so like!” 
murmured Wallace, still fearfully overcome. 

** My friend,” Vane continued, while he tried 
to conirol his own starcled nerves, “you must 
not allow yourself to be so unnerved by a 
fancied, or even a real resemblance to the loved 
one whom you have lost. It is not unlikely 
you may meet it again some time, but you 
tnust bear it bravely. This great sorrow has 
been sent upon you, and you must meet it with 
courage anu resixuation, as one who believes in 
God should meet the trials which He sends up- 
on you. There is work in the world for you to 
do, or your life would not have been spared ; 
take it up, carry it on to its fulfilment, and do 
not ruin your health, your brain, your great 
talent, by allowing the ghost of your lost hap- 
piness to haunt and weaken you thus.” 

the young man spoke gravely and very 
earnestly, but his own face was almost as 


that he had been deeply moved by what had 
occurred. it might even be that he was striv- 
ing to fortify his own sore heart and wounded 
spirit with the admonitions that he was giving 
his friead. 


Wallace wiped the perspiration from his face, | 


had in it an undertone of genuine sympathy 

for his troubles, and then informed him that 

ust secured a contract for a sixty- 

thousand-dollar —— : in the spit too, 
elt in 


he had 
that he hoped Wallace the s 


ing the comin 
& Work will 


a ete atified with the encour 
o oaeaee: which his partner had given him. 


He threw himself heart and soul into his pro- 
fession from that day. He worked at his office 
until evening, when not out 
upon duties of inspection, and for hours in his 
own room at night ; worked to keep his mind 
from dwelling upon his great sorrow, and until 
he was so weary in body that sleep came to 
him, unbidden, as soon as his head touched his 


from mornin 


pillow. 


He took the earliest opportunity possible to 
present his letters of introduction to the par- 
ties whom Lord Cameron had addressed in his 


behalf. 


These recommendations proved to be worth 
a gfeat deal to him, for to be the valued friend 
of an English earl and a man of genius as well, 
were facts calculated to give him prestige with 
even the most conservative, and business 
flowed in upon the firm of Harlow & Richard- 
son in such a continuous stream that they bade 
fair to have more work than they could handle. 

At the close of the first year, after Wallace’s 

found they had cleared twenty 
ollars, while they had contracts 
ahead for another twelve months, besides ap- 


return, the 
thousand 


plications that were constantly coming in. 


Wallace had never been in better health than 
during thistime. He loved his work and for- 
got himself in it, and was fast winning a name 
and fame that promised to place him, not far 
in the future, at the head of his profession ; 
while already rumors of his success had some- 
how been set afloat in his old home in Cincin- 
nati, ana people there were beginning to talk 
of that “ promising young Richardson’’ whom 
they had once known only as an humble 


carpenter. 
He had acquired also during this 


and was a grand-looking young man. 


He went, now and then, into society, for Mr. 
Harlow, who was some years his senior, had a 
delightful home and a lovely wife, and they 
insisted upon his -visiting them occasionally. 
In this way he met many agreeable people, who, 
in their turn, solicited his presence in their 


homes. 


But society had comparatively few attrac- 
tions for him, even though several ambitious 
mothers smiled encouragingly upon the rising 
zones architect, and many fair, bright-eyed 


amsels shot alluring glances at him. 


But he had no heart to offer any one, and 
; met all these advances with quiet, but dignified 


courtesy. 


He heard regularly from Lord Cameron, who 
was throwing all his energies toward pushing 
his benevolent schemes to compietion, and the 
buildings which Wallace had planned would, 
he wrote, be finished and ready for occupancy 


by another spring. 


He had intended to visit America before 
this,” his iast letter said, “‘but the press of 
business and the delicate state of his mother’s 
health had thus far prevented ; he hoped, how- 

| ever, before many weeks should pass to tread 


ain the familiar streets of New York.” 


Mencke once during the past year. 


The meeting had occurred in this way. 


music before returning to America. 


| society, and a 


| tectly natural that she should w 
| to participate in her enjoyment. 


way, easily over-ruled her scruples, 
“What is the harm?” 





| yourself, and no one here knows you we 


sion; but it was no easy thing to do, and it | people have known you all your life.” 


was long before he regained his natural color, | 


or ceased to tremble visibly. 


returned, when he could speak, ** and my com- 
mon sense tells me that I was deceived—that 
the face could not have been Violet's; and yet 


looks so much like her—who seemed to be her 
exact counterpart, I believe it would comfort 
me—would help to ease this ceaseless aching, 
this never-ending longing of my heart.” 

‘It would not,” said Lord Cameron, posi- 
tively, “‘it would but unsettle you the more; 
and now that I come to think of it the more, 


glimpse of its cutline—was thinner and older | 
than Violet's.” 


strove to divert the mind of his friend from 
the painful incident, but while he endeavored | 
to taik and appear like himsejf, he was secretly | 
greatly shaken by what had occurred. 

Most of the journey to Liverpool was spent | 
in discussing Lord Cameron’s plans regarding | 


the home for aged people and orphans, and the | 

young earl exacted & promise from Wallace | 

that, when the buildings were completed and | 

ready for occupancy, he would cume again to | 
Eugilaud to be present at their dedication, and 
provour:.ce bis verdict upon them. 

‘** You will not need to be absent from your | 
business more than three weeks or a month,” | 
he said, ‘‘and I am sure you will have earned 
the right to that much of a vacation by that 
time. However, I shall see you again before 
then, sicce I do not intend to entirely desert 
the land of my birth, even though my home | 
must be in England, and every year I shall 
make a short trip to America. [ am not going | 
to lose sight of my friend either ; remember, | 
me met we are pledged to each other for 
ife.” 

The hand which he extended with this re- 
mark was warmly grasped, and both young 
men felt that their souls were “knit unto 
each other” in a bond as strong and tender as 
> which had united David and Jonathan of 
old. 

Tne steamer was to sail at sundown, and | 
the little time that intervened, after their 
arrivai in Liverpool, the two friends spent in 
looking over the mammoth vessels. 

When at last the signal for- departure 
sounded, oe parted with a lingering hand 
clasp and a simple “‘God bless you ;” but Lord 
Cameron as lie journeyed back alone to his 
princely home, felt as if half the light had 

gone out of his life. 

Wallace had a quick and comfortable passage, 
and, having cabled the time of his de ure, 
and the name of the steamer, found his part- 
ner awaiting him at the pier upon his arrival 
in New York. 

He greeted him with great warmth, which 





| consul that she met 


| 


where. 


It was at a reception given by the American 
Lord Cameron and his 
—if—I could foilow and find the woman who | mother, Lady Isabel, having been an intimate 
friend of the gentleman’s family when her 


home was in New York. 


Mis, Mencke, ignoring entirely the barriers 
that had arisen between them at Mentone, ap- 
peares delighted to meet her ‘dear friends ;” 
put the greetings upon their part were decid- 
edly cool, while Lady Cameron looked the re- 
that face—though I caught but the merest | proaches she could not utter at Mis, Mencke’s 
gay manner and attire, and uttered a sigh of 
| regret that the gentle girl, whom she had be- 
He immediately changed the subject and | gun to love as a daughter, should so soon have 


been forgotten by her only relative. 
* Are you in London for an 
Lady Cameron?” Mrs. Mencke 


tion to visit her at her town-house, 


‘*Only for a week or two longer, as my son’s 
the school for the children of his tenants and | affairs call him to his estate in Essex,” was 


the somewhat formal reply. 
** Indeed ! and have you been in town long!” 
** About a month,” 
‘Really! I wonder that we have not met 
before, then,” Mrs. Mencke remarked, with 


| some surprise. 


“It is not strange,” said Lady Cameron, with 
a sigh, “for my son and I ere still too sad to 
care to go much into company, and we should 
not have been here this evening but for a 
special request of your consul, who is an old 
and valued friend.” 

Mrs. Mencke colored vividly at this reply, 
and began to make excuses for her own waa 
ence there ; but Lady Cameron, with a disap- 
proving glance over her elegant and showy 
costume, only bowed with reserved courtesy in 
reply, and then, as Lord Cameron accos' an 
acquaintance who was approaching, she ex- 
cused herself and turned to greet her friend, 
leaving Mrs. Mencke — with rage over 
their distant reception, and bitterly disap- 
pointed at not having secured an invitation 
even to call upon them. 

She felt humiliated as well as angry, and too 
wrought up to longer enjoy the gayeties of the 
evening, she retired at an early hour from the 
reception, 

The unhappy woman had other causes, aside 
from the failure of her matrimonial schemes 
and the contempt of the Camerons, for anxiety 
and unhappiness. 

Her hus , during the last few month 
while visiting various resorts, had develo 
an alarming taste for gambling, and had to her 
knowledge, lost large sums of money ; while he 
seemed perfectly reckless in his expenditure, 
and she feit sure,though she did not yet dream 
the worst, that their own as well as Violet's 
fortune was fast melting away. 
















































































it for 
work, as they would have their hands full dur- 


ear. 

te the mainspring of my life 
after this,” Wallace briefly returned, but he 
ing report 


ear both 
strength of character and dignity of bearing, 


e also stated that he had met Mr. -_ Mrs. 

t was 
during the London season, and he and his 
| mother had run across them at a brilliant recep- 
tion—a circumstance that surprised him some 
what, as he did not suppose they would go into 
seciety so soon after the death of their sister. 


After making an extended tour of the Alps, 
Mr. and Mencke had returned to London to 
meet Mrs. Hawley, who was to spend a few 
weeks there and then goon to Milan, to remain 
for the winter with Nellie Bailey, who had con- 
cluded to devote another year to her beloved 


Mrs. Sootey was a woman who dearly loved 
ways had a long list of engage- 

ments—one who had it in her power to so 
charming could not fail to be a welcome guest 
| wherever she seen connate. it was per- 
sh her friend 


| Mrs. Mencke at first faintly demurred upon 
pallid as Wallace’s, and it was easy to see| the ground of being in mourning, but Mrs, 
| Hawley, who did not believe in mourning any- 


she questioned. 
| ** You cannot do Violet any good by —— 
1 


enough to gossip about you. It would be dif- 
and strove manfully to recover his self posses- | ferent, perhaps, if you were at home, where 


So Mrs. Mencke, who liked gay life as well 
| aS any one, smothered her conscience, and, 
‘“[ know what you say must be true,” he/| never doing things by halves, went every- 






length of time, 
inquired, 
| secretly hoping that she might get an invita- 


were showing their effect upon him; 
suffe 
laboring. 


from a terrible orgie. His face was bloat 


soiled and disordered. 
cried out, with a mocking oath : 

“It’s all 
the world, and, Belle, we’re—hic—beggars |” 


- Are 
oath, “ 


” 


lar. 


ciations, 


before her. 


the jewel-box, in which she kept the jewelr 
which she commonly wore (her diamonds an 


and a change of clothes. 
spirit woul 


him by the next steamer. 


maintained throughout her sojourn there. 


diately upon reaching New York pro 


learned that not much 


was a forced one. 


the sale had been through an a 
tried to feel thankful that he 
grace to leave her the furniture. 


sacrifice it at auction. 
Where now was the 
wealth and position ? 


cause of his poverty ? 
Gone! for she 


lars in the world, while she 


ment in order to live honestly. 


ter cup, and, too 
where she had hithe1to been a leader in society 
she suddenly disappeared from the place, an 
no one knew whither she had gone. 


(To be Continued. ) 





As She Is. 


What disappointment sad it is to see 
Her as she is, not as she ought to be! 
This summer girl, whose praise the poets ting, 
While Cupid hovers near with fluttering wing, 
And eager pens are plied, and fancy warms 

. Beneath the glow of her i ned charms. 
For freckles spangle cheeks that once were fair, 
Lank hangs the perspiration-plastered hair ; 
All listless droops the sunshine wearied eye ; 
No melody is in her plaintive sigh ; 
The languid footfalls sound with dreary thud ; 
W hat was complexion is albescent mud. 
In vain the poet pauses to unfurl 
Page after page about the summer girl, 
A disapp intment sad it is to ace 
Her as the is, not as she ought to be. 








Somewbat Mistaken. 


that horn 
motion—the corn. 


handling of this deadly weapon, and 
suffer untold afflictions in secret. 


recently bemoaned her fate to her husband. 


he, ‘‘ or if you have not sufficient confidence in 
my skill, send for a chiro 
of these alternatives would the sufferer yield, 


the latter. Said the husband, ‘I shall call on 
my way down town and tell the fellow to come 
and see you at two o'clock.” 

Thereupon the lady duly cautioned her maid 
that if a man bearing a small leather bag called, 
he was to be shown up at once to her boudoir. 
Shortly before the time appointed the front 
door bell was rung, and a half-and-half sort of 
gentleman being found on the doorstep, he was 
ushered forthwith into my lady’s chamber. 
‘** Ah,” said she, ‘I know what you've come for, 
but oh, oh, don’t please, don't hurt me!” And 
forthwith she slipped from under her dress 
the daintiest little pink tootsicum that ever you 
did spy. Astonished and speechless the man 
stood transfixed as by a spell, while the fair 
patient ejaculated: ‘*‘ You are going to hurt 
me, i know you are, because you are so silent.” 
Then followed another thrusting forward of 
the pretty foot, another application of the 
smelling bottle, and a final screwing up of the 
courage for the dreaded operation. But a mo- 
ment afterwards the barefooted beauty was fly- 
ing helter skelter from the room, for the visitor 
had opened his little bag and coolly remarked : 
‘* Excuse me, madame, but I have come to tune 
the piano!” 





Over Politeness, 


Minister of State (omoving into fresh apart- 
ments, to landlord )—My g sir, I hope I may 
die in these beautiful rooms! 

Landlord—lI shali be delighted, your Excel- 
lency, delighted ! 








The Force of Habit. 


An absent-minded young barrister of Toronto, 
being out to tea one evening, was invited by 
his hostess to say grace. With some feeling of 
trepidation he consented and when the expect- 
ant hush had settled on the company he broke 
forth with, “ May it please your lordship and 
gent—— |!’ 





The latest issues in the papetes Red Letter 
w 


be Mra ee i ; Pees Black Sian ate 
nn : us: 
Haw Smart; Violet Vv vian, M. F. : 


H., by 
May Crommelm and J, ray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mre. 
Campbell Praed; A Born Coquette, by The 
Duchess. All the best books are to be found 
in the Red Letter Series, for sale by booksellers 
every where, 


Deep and frequent potations at the cup, too, 

e was 
growing more gross and coarse, and his temper 
in proportion with the continuous 
nervous excitement under which he was 


All this must have an end sooner or later, 
she knew, but she was not prepared to have it 
“| come so soon as it did. 

Four weeks after her meeting with the Cam- 
erons, the man returned to her, late one nt, 


and crimson from drink; his eyes wild and 
bloodshot, his hair disheveled, and his clothing 


. Coming rudely into his wife’s presence he 
gone |—hic—every—dollar we had in 


* What do you mean, Will?” his wife de- 
manded, with asinking heart and white face. 
ou deaf?” he bawled, with another 

e’re—hic—beggars, I tell—hic—you.. 
I’ve just—hic—rattled away the—hic—last dol- 


There was a scene then, as might be ex- 
pected, for Mrs. Mencke was not a woman to 
tamely submit to such wrong and abuse, and 
the thought that the whole of her own, as well 
as Violet’s fortune, had been squandered at the 
gaming-table and the race track was more than 
she could bear. She could talk as few women 
can talk, and when she had ceased her denun- 
Wilhelm Mencke was completely 
sobered, and sat pale, and sullen, and cowed 


She did not realize how exceedingly bitter 
and stinging her denunciations were until the 
next morning, when, upon rising, she found 


more valuable gems being locked in a trunk, 
fortunately) together with all that Violet had 
possessed, was rifled of its contents and her 
husband gone, together with his traveling-bag 


The desertion of her husband was the most 
humiliating of all her troubles ; but her proud 
a not yield to even this blow. She 

calmly stated that ner husband had been sud- 
denly called home and that she was to fallow 


Fortunately she had considerable money with 
her, and she settled every bill with a brave 
front, and finally took her departure from the 
hotel with as much pomp and state as she had 


A week from the day of her husband’s flight 
she was crossing the Atlantic alone, and imme- 
ceeded to 
Cincinnati in the hope of saving something by 
the sale of her houseand furniture. The house 
had already been oy ow of, though she 

ad been realized on it, 
for it had been heavily mortgaged and the sale 


This fact told her that her husband was in 
America, although no one had seen him, for 
nt, and she 
ad had the 
This she 
turned into money, but it did not bring hera 
third of its real value, for she was forced to 


roud woman's boasted 
here now her vaunted 
superiority over the ‘“‘low-born carpenter” be- 


ad not—aside from some 
valuable jewels and anne thousand dol- 

ad the exceeding 
mortification of realizing the stern fact that 
she would be obliged to seek some employ- 


It was the bitterest drop in her already bit- 
roud to remain in the city 


Woman, equally with man, is the victim of 

rawback to the pleasures of locc- 
Whether the wretched 
excrescence be the offspring of tight boots, :r 
loose buots, or no boots at all, matters but 
little; the fact remains that it is there, and 
the next question is, how to get rid of it. To 
accomplish this end, men generally employ 
an old razor, condemned as too blunt for the 
chin, but the ladies are not skilful in tke 
refer to 
ow and 
then they utter a wail, and one such wailer 






“Let me slice it off for you,” soothingly said 
dist.” To neither 
but the pain becoming unbearable, she chose 















































To Correspondents. 


(Correspondente will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
Sarurpay Nieut Office.) 

H. C. F.—See Macdoff. 

Goprrey VAvGHAN.— See Harry Waters. 


a Desoronto.—Energetic, ingenious, self-reliant and 
wilful. 


B. H., Brantford.—Yer, Mme. Albani is aCanadiar. She 
was born near Quebec. 

Mira —Your writing diplays candor, simplicity of tastes, 
generosity and impatience. 

Parapox.—Your writing dieplays much energy, ambition, 
self-reliance and tenderness. ot : 

Datsy.—Warm-hearted, persevering, simple in tastes and 
manner, candid a d generous. 

Birpre — You are doubt energetic, sympathetic, frank and 
quick temrered. Conscientiousness is also wel!l-mark«d. 


Macpvurr.—Yo@ are in all probability genial, candid, f-ee- 
Hearted, impetuous, cheerful and of good practical ability. 

Buus Eyes.—Reserve, some selfishness, keen senee of 
humor, good executive ability and perseverance are shown 
by your wfiting. 

Haray Warers.—This writing shows decideded eccen- 
tricity, much self-will, ostentation, and ambition, wiih 
jealous disposition. 


PLvuTo.—Your writing shows cheerfulness, amiability, 
decision, perseverance and mirth. They must have been 
enemies. Do you not think so? 


Brown Eyes,—Am glad your sister thought her writing 
was delineated correctly. Yours shows impetuosity, vanity, 
self-will, affectionate temperament, ambition and ec- 
centricity. 

Treng.—What an i a kind-hearted, sympathetic 
little maiden you must be. But do you know, Irene, there 

some dashes and curves which show decided wilfuiness 
and a little too much self-esteem. 


Tae OrusR One.—If they were upon suffi iently familiar 
terms to go about in that way, I see no great objection to 
his behavior. It was probably as he said. You must have 
teen just a little annoyed for the carelessness was so appar- 
ent. 

Gray Eyrs.— You are dot btless lacking in decision, while 
your impetuous and hopeful temperament is ever con- 
structing plans which you have not tha ag ot to 
carry out. You are generous beyond prudence, hasty but 
tender. 

ALISON.—Perhaps you mean the examinstions for 
teachers’ certificates. The results will be publicshed about 
August 20. 2. Dark green, p.le yellow, brown or gray will 
look well with nile green if you are careful as to the depth 
of the shades. 


Mavupt.—The small photograph enclosed in your letter 
shows patience, sensitiveness, discretion, much firmness, 
by the nouth, wilfulness, curiosity and obstinacy. It will 
be destroyed as you ask. Am glad the delineation of the 
former one confirmed your opinion of the original. 


Susig.— Querulous, ambitious, indecisive and atrong 
willed. A straight firm mouth is indicative of energy, 
perseverance with resolution, which is alwa:s admired, 
while full curved lips, however beau:iful, are not always 
— by so fine a mental temperament or so strong 
a will. 

Brita Borton —The photograph you enclose is that of a 
warm-hearted man, whose worst trait is carelessness, His 
eves are frank, yet thoughtful, his brow shows pleasant 
disporition and curiosity, the nose energy and sympathy. 
the lips mirth and indecision. _Have returned the portrait 
as you asked. 

Littte Net, Glengarry.—How oe must er joy jour 
restful retreat. Iam sure you could spend afew months 
in no more delightful way. The writing sho*s romance of 
feeling, a careless, free and b>ok-loving nature, with per- 
ao too great a tendency todre.ming. You are courageous 
and self-esteeming. 

GrerHeL.—Selfichness, se'f-reliance, simplicity of tastes, 
courage and caution. 2. The height would derend altc- 
gether upon the general build. 3 The co'd baths will help 
you if you are careful in suiting the temperature to your 
constitution. Commence with tepid water and decrease 
the amount of warm each day. 


Ker Fior.—You will find the quotation in Kenilworth, 
just where the author leaves the description of the castle 
and colitary wife to return to a review of affairs at her 
father’s house. I am afraid that is rather indefinite, but I 
cannot be more explicit. I remember the pa:sage perfectly, 
for I was much struck with it at the time. 


Sincerity, Belleville. —Would think you were mischievous 
in expreesion, mobile as to feature ard da-hing as to general 
manner. Wyiting shows fondness for the good opinion of 
others, eccentricity, vilfulness, amti:ion and ostentation. 
You are also generous and cheerful. The enclosed 
resembles this in every import:nt detail. 

Etta.—Do not be hasty in the matter. It is always well 
to make a good deal of allowarce for fancied slighte. One 
cannot help being very unhappy if little things are silowed 
to be so troublesome. Hot weather and the genera’ cris- 
cr-sstess of circumstances in the summer may be fuirly 
accused of half the troublesome misunderstandings. 


Marovenrits.—I am heartily glad to hear from you again, 
and your queer little guess about the tolidays is quite 
right, They will come by and by and will be thorouyh!y 
enjoyed {fancy If you wi.l send me an address! wil] mail 
you a holiday sketch which may please you. The wri ig 
enclosed shows tenderness, g executive ability, dex- 
terity and decision. 


Buixp Fats —Your description of the way in which ycu 
recognized your friend's face interests me much. I am 
glad you are quite satisfied with the delineation. The es e* 
are shadowed by trouble, but being very impulsive would 
likely hold love before all else. The face is a curious mix 
ture cf recklessness and’reserve—almort incomprehensible. 
The delineation was no trouble and so you considered it 
correct, I am repaid. 

KATHERINE, Ottawa.—You are mistak n for the words: 
“ And evil is eee want of thought, as weil as want 
of heart,” occur in Hood's poem The Lady’s Dream. Writ- 
ing shows extreme carelessness, candor and a little too 
much self-esteem. Try a mixture of c ra starch and orri« 
root for an ‘’Afterthe Bath’’ beg. Make it of sik wih 
sateen lining in white. Tie the powder in a cheese cloth 
bag, and you will fiad it a most cons enient adjunct to yo r 
traveling bag. 

Becky Suacp.—A short upper lip is generally supp’s d ‘o 
indicate se! fishnese, pride and ovarian 2 Read ‘the best 
authors, form habits of seeing a great deal in the sim lest 
things, write some times and above all think hard. Y: ur 
writing shows impulse, sympathy, decision, perseverance 
and good imaginative powers. Write me whenever you 
wish, for I shail be very glad to hear from you. Your kind 
words are quite cheering, ard the hot-weathcr sympathy 
most acceptable. 

Conripants.—You are quite right, I think, regardirg 
physiognomy. 2. Try to cultivate a regard for others, and 
do not allow too mucb thought to be centered on yourrel’. 
Mingling much with those who are only slightly known 
leads one to suit their conversation to the company, for if 
you meet only those vith whom you are well acquainted it 
naturally happens that the interchange of ideas is more of 
& personal and lwcal character. Your writing shows re- 
serve, extreme caution, suspicion, ambition, perseverance 
and energy. 


Susis Mueeiws, Queensborough.—Now, Susie, you have 
that nerve hilled end| then let the dentist build it up. Do 
not have it out if y: u can possibly bear the pain, for losing 
teeth mskes one oc k dreadful. 2. Some people suffer on 
the least p ovocation from seasickness. Prhok there is 
nothing which will cure the very bad habit, but of course 
proper diet has a great deal to do with it, as with almost 
ern else in the health line. Your wiiting shows 
good intuitive perception, generosity, wilfulness, some pet- 
ulance and a cheerful disposition. 

Cai Lity —Now, my dear Calla Lily, that is scarcely 
fair Such an abrupt question. Well, let me gee, I believe 
Ido pin considerable faith to palmistry as a revealer of 
cisposition—not for future blessings or sorrow, nor for 
length of life. The lines are very different on different 
hands. Those most prominent are the lines of Life, Heart, 
Mind and Distinction. Tne shapecfthe hand end fingers 
with the several mounts have quite as much to do with the 
subject as the lines. The most decided characteristic 
among those which I before gave you is the loquacity. I 
am afraid you are a veritable chatter-box. 


_ Jack.— You must be the jack of clubs, for your aggrec- 
sive note quite alarms me. IfIdo not tell you the truth 
you will do dre.dful things so you shall have it. You are 
very much to blame. In the first place your sister's en- 
gagement to the man should have led you to treat him 
with respect, at least, and I cannot see why you should 
interfere with what is most decidedly your mother’s busi- 
ness. If she chooses to allow him the privilege of visiting 
at your home, why should you ot ject with all the diginity 
of your twenty years, simp'y because you ‘cannot bear 
him with bis airs.” I'm af; , Jack, that you have been 
pia» ipg possum and got caught. ae Se gon mind to 
ike him, and see if you cannot accompl t, then when 
you are old you will probably find out that young brother's 
objections do not go for much. Write again by all mea:s. 
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Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Litre Liver Pitts 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying ep bee while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate *he bowels. 
Even ff they only cured 

Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this pees Moony | complaint; 
but fortunately their goodnese does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 


they will not beavilling to do without them. 
But after ail sick head 


ACHE 


fs the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirr_e Liver Pits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are - A atoms a = 
not gripe or purge, but by their gen action 

lease a who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ive for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 
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The merchants and professional gentle 
men of Toronto preter to lunch at the Col- 
borne Street restaurant, where ever yihing 
is under Mr. Fred Jewell’s persoral surer- 
vision, to going where they would nct find 
the same individual attention. Ccvisine fist- 


class. 
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BLIND FATE. 


BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Author of “ The Wooing O't,” “A Life Interest,” “ Mona's Choice,” “By Woman's Wit,” &c. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER vI. ; 

** 4 VOICE FROM THE SEA,” 
When S:andish finished, Egerton did not 
sp2ak for a moment or two, He stared at his 
companion in an odd, bewildered way, and 


cru nbled the bread which lay beside him, as if 


onscious of what he was about. 
ont wonder what this fellow can have to tell?” 
he exclaimed at last. 


evidence.” Egerton poured out a glass of wine 
and drank it offas soon as he had spoken. “I 
should like to hear what he has to say, and 
jadge for myself, I shall ran down to Eastport 
to-morrow.” 

‘‘So shall I,” returned Standish. ‘ There’s a 
train at eight-thirty. It will land us at East- 
port by eleven to-morrow morning. I'll tele- 
graph to Briggs to have the man at his office 
to meet us.” 

“Tf you cannot get away easily, I will do the 
best I can anid report to you,” said Ezerton, 
glancing sharply at him and dropping his eyes 


again, 

‘‘T think Ican manageit. I shall look in at 
Lidy R—’s to-night and say a word to my 
chief. I siall see Sydney, too, a man who 
sometim3s takes my work, Lord R— is 
greatly interested in this business, and there is 
nothing very special going on. I can be very 
weil spared. : 

“If it is eee then, for both to go——” 

“IT think it decide iy necessary,” interrupted 
Standish. ‘‘In Callander’s absence I am che 
nearest friend to the murdered woman.” 
Ezerton did not reply for some minutes, during 
which Standish called for and filled in a tele- 
gram form. ‘Send it at once. It will be de- 
livered at cock-crow to-morrow if it be too late 
to-night. Now, Egerton, I must write a few 
letters and excuse myself to Dorothy Wynn, 
with whom I promised to walk to-morrow. 
The poor little soul is fretting her life out. I 


shall not give her the least clue to the real 
reason why I am obliged to leave town to- 
morrow. must say I am fiercely anxious to 


ascertain what this man’s revelations may lead 
up to. I wonder what has becomeof Dillon. I 
wish we could slip him at the new witness.” 

“He was in town a day or two ago. He 
called at my rooms, but I had not come to 
town, Bauer, my man, was there (I sent him 
on first, to have things ready), so he paid him 
a visit, and seems to have inspected the prem- 
ises, for Bauer was much displeased; he said 
he had no business to pry and ask questions 
about a gentleman like me. But I told him it 
was only the force of habit.” 

‘*T think I will send a line to his address. I 
should like him to be with us to-morrow. He 
isan amazingly shrewd fellow, but I have an 
unpleasant feeling that an opposite party, if 
there were an opposite party, could generally 
induce him to s:e what they wished, by the 
application of a golden salve to the palm of his 
hand.” 

*: You think so?” asked Ezerton, gravely. 

‘Yes; I may do him injustice, but that is 
my impression.” : 

Egerton thought for an instant and then said: 
*‘] will leave you to your letters, Standish. I 
want to write some myself before I go to bed. 
Wel meet. then, at the Waterloo to-morrow 
morning. Bat should anything occur to pre- 
vent you, [ shall go on alone.” 

*“Oh! I'll be there.” 

“By the way,” resumed Ezerton, ‘as I have 
Dillon’s address, why should I not look him up? 
Ican explain matters and arrange for him to 
accumpany us.” 

““You might try,” said Standish, “‘but I 
fancy it is not easy to find him in, nor doI think 
he likes following the trail in company.” 

Ezerton took the card and put it ia his note- 
book, then nodding gooi-night to his host, 
went away with a rapid step. a 

* [am sorry to disappoint Dorothy,” thought 
S:andish, as he p'ac paper and ink before 
him on the library table. ‘ Life would be very 
dull to me without her and Henrietta Oakeley. 
Woaat an improvem:2nt a touch of real feeling 
has been to Henrietta—even phyically. t She 
looks un¢»mm n'y handsome sometimes,” and 
he applied himself to his letters. 


Toe next morniig was wild and gloomy, with 
bursts of wind and lashes of sudden heavy rain. 
Egerton did not fail to join Standish at the 
Waterloo, and they accomplished the journe 
almost in sileace, after the latter had informe 
him that he had failed to fiad Dillon. The 
porcer at the hotel informed him that Dillon 
hai b2en there that morning, and would pro- 
bably ca}l the next, but his coming ana going 
were ex:remely uncertain, Ezerton had there- 
fore lefs a note for him. 

When they reached Eis‘port the well-known 
common was half hidden by thick sheets of 
rain sweeping before a wild south easter, while 
the heavy, leaden-colored, threatening waves 
thund-red along the beach. 

Neither uttered the thoughts which the sight 
of the familiar place conjured up in both. Oace 
a sigh so deep as to be almost a moan, broke 
from Egerton, and he said in a hoarse tone, 
“ What an ending to it all!” 

After a short halt at the hotel they drove to 
the office of che lawyer who had been instructed 
to act for Colonel Callander, should his offer of 
a reward produce any resu‘t. . 

Mr, Brigzs was a short, dumpy man, with 
whiskars meeting uoder his chin, and a round, 





‘I suppose he is some 
pal of the suspected Spaniard turning King’s 





jovial face. He rolled somewhat in his walk— 
indeed, gave strangers the impression of being 
a ‘‘sea going solicitor.” : ; 

He was a little exalted in his own esteem by 
baing mixed up with such swells as Standis 
and Ezerton, and by the sort of halo the whole 
business had cast around him. He received 
them cordially. 

‘Very glad to see you, gentlemen! The man 

-Tom Ritson—about whom I wrote, has not 
come yet, but he will be here presently. I 
don’t Know that what he has to tell is of much 
importance. Step into my private office.” 

As he threw an inner door open, a sailor of 
ordinary type presented himself at the entrance 
of the office. a 

“On, there you are, Ritson! Come along. 

They all went in the private room, where 
Standish at once took a chair. Egerton re- 
cn tined standing, and the lawyer retreated to 
his usual fortress, the urm-chair behind his 
knee-hole talfle. 

Toe sailor, holding his cap in both hands 
somewhat nervously, but with an air of some 
importance, kept close to the door. 

‘Come, Ritson,” said the lawyer, *‘ tell these 
xentlemen your story.” 

Ritson shifted from one foot to the other. 
‘* Well, sir,” he b3gan, ‘‘ this was the way of it. 
You see, I'm an Eastport man, and I shipped 
aboard the Macedonia, one of the Commercial 
Steam Navigation Company's ships, in London 
Dock, in Ssptember last. e put in here for a 
day and a night, and I had leave to go and see 
some of my friends as live out Westdene way, 
ut I was to be at my post at seven next morn- 
ing, as we were to sail with the tide.” 

Ezerton muttered a half-inarticulate excla- 
mation of impatience, and Brigas said, aloud : 

‘Come, get on, my man,” 

“TIT must tell it = all, from beginning to 
end,” he sald, “ or I can't do it no way. 

“Give him his head,” murmured Standish, in 
& low tone, 

**So,” continued Ritson, ‘as my aunt’s hus- 
‘band was a jovial hospitable chap. I thought 
I'd not stay there all night, for maybe I'd drink 
a drop too much, and oversleep myself. We 
Sat talkin’ and chattin’ till past midnight. 
Then | says ere, and started to walk into 
E wstport. Thad aia drop, but only a drop. 
I knew what I was about. It was dark when I 
Set out, but by aa’ by the moon rose, and by the 


time I struck the top of the common there was 
pronty of light, though every now and then a 
ig cloud would coms sailing across the moon. 
hen I got alongside a pretty bit of a house, 
the first you come to afcer crossing the sand- 
hills from Westdene, I thought how quiet and 
comfortable everything looked, and thought 
there was a faint glimmer of light in one of 
the lower windows, nigh the near end of the 
house. While 1 was looking and thinking, a 
figure comes out of a gate at the side of the 
adder on his shoulder. 
He put it down and stood with one arm round 
it, through the rungs, as if thinking what he’d 
do next. There was something so quiet and 
steadfast in his way that it never struck me he 
could be after any mischief, though it did 
seem a bit queer his being there with a ladder 
Just then the Eastport clocks 
chimed out three-quarters--I guessed it must 
be quarter to two, and that I had best make 
for the town as fast as Icould. WhenI gota 
few paces off, I turned and looked back, but 
not a sign of the man or the ladder could I see. 
ee into the old Mermaid Tavern, and to bed. 
e 


house, carrying a short 


at that hour, 


xt morning we sailed.” 


“Do you rememb2r the date of this occur- 


rence?” asked Briggs. 
**T do, sir. 


from that to Port Said, and back, and I 
left behind in hospital, 


and it was a terrible slow tu»,” 


** When did you land here?” asked Standish. 
Then I heard of the 
the reward, so I came along here 


**Four days ago, sir. 
murder, an 
to tell what I had seen that night, and you can 
take it for what it is worth.” 

‘* What was the man like—the man you saw 
vn Gn aoe ?” continued Standish. 

a 


this gentleman’s height and build.” 


Ezerton drew himself up to his full stature, 
aker with astern, 
set expression, as if nerving himself to face 


and looked straight at thes 


som: imminent danger. 
** Look well,” he said. ‘‘Much may depend 


on the apparent height and size of the figure 


you saw.” 
** Yes,” returned Ritson, slowly. 


to me now.” 

‘* How was he dressed,” asked Standish. 

**In a longish jacket—something like a sea- 
man’s jacket; but what I noticed most was 
that he had neither hat nor cap on. Clothes 
and head and all looked dark. Of course I 
could not see very clear—the light was shifty, 
and there was the garden and strip of common 
between me and him,” 

“Did he look like a seafaring man?” asked 


Briggs. 

** Well, sir, he warn’t unlike one. You see,I 
didn’t take time to look much, for, as I said be- 
fore, it didn’t strike me as he hadn’t a right to 
be there—he moved deliberate like.” 

“It sounds rather Gorroborative of our sus- 
picions,” said Standish-to Egerton. ‘‘ You are 
certainly like that Spanish sailor in height and 
figure! He would not have worn his red cap 
on such an errand, either?” Egerton bent his 
head in acquiescence, but did not speak. 

**T heard tell of that Spanish chap,” resumed 
Ritson, *“‘and I well remember passing a 
foreign-looking craft a couple of hours after we 
weighed anchor. She was on much the same 
tack as we were, but the breeze had failed her, 
and we soon showed her our heels. I read her 
name as we passed, Veloz.” 

**I’m afraid we can’t get much help out of 
this,” said Briggs, as he made a note or two on 
the paper before him. 

** Not at present, but it may come in usefully 
hereafter,” observed Standish. ‘I should like 
this good fellow’s evidence taken down and 
duly sworn to, that it may be available in his 
absence.” : 

** That is quite right, Mr. Standish. I'll see 
to it.” 

**Can you remember anything else that 
might possibly lead to the identification of 
this man?” 

*“*T don’t think I can, sir. I did fancy, when 
he was turned half towards me that there was 
something reddish under his jacket, or facing 
the jacket.” 

Ezerton compressed his lips and made a 
sight movement, as if going to step towards 
the speaker, but checked himself and continued 
profoundly still, 

“Hal” cried Briggs, “I remember those 
vagabonds generally wore red bands or sashes 
under their jackets. I think this thickens the 
case against the Spaniard.” 

** Yes, it looks like it,” said Standish thought- 
fully. ‘All I hope and trust is that the poor 
girl never caught a pilenpes of her murderer— 
that she never woke. God! it is too terrible 
to think of!” he added, with sudden deep 
emotion. 

Egerton grasped the back of a huge high- 
backed chair near him, saying in a low, fierce 
tone: “And he still lives!” He drew out his 
purse and, put some money in Ritgon’s hand. 
ish, theres pomore tdlearn. “You 
at the hotel,” and hastily left the room. 

**He’s been pretty bad?” said Mr. Briggs, 
looking after him. “I heard he had fever. He 
hasn't picked up much since.” f 

**No; the winter is against him,” said Stand- 
ish. After arranging with Briggs to have Rit- 
son's deposition properly taken and attested, 
also that he should inform the lawyer what 
vessel he joined, and her destination, invited 
Briga@s to Jancheos, which he was reluctantly 
ob'iged to decline, so Standish departed, glad 
to be free to return to town that evening. , 

First, however, wrapping himself in his 
ulster, he faced the rain and storm to 
walk round the pretty villa, where he had 
spent such tranquil, happy hours, With a 
heavy heart he contrasted that picture and 


* That's f our trouble,” hejaddedj ‘‘Stand-, 
ae 4 will find me‘ 


this. What weighed most upon his mind was |. .0h's shame. How dreadful 


a strong conviction that something sadder was 

et tocome. He feared the effects of the terri- 
ble strain on Callander’s nervous system, His 
long, lonely wanderings would increase his 
natural depression, The best chance for heal- 
ing his wounds was in the remedy provided by 
Nature, in the love and care due to his children. 
Standish thought with infinite cdmpassion of 
the bereaved husband. He seemed to realise 
with extraordinary force what the loss of a 
sweet, beloved wife must be. It would be al- 
most impossible to bear up under such a trial, 
After all, an old bachelor’s life is almost una- 
voidably poverty-stricken. Then he wondered 
vaguely what crochet had turned Callander 
from the friendly, hearty confidence he had 
always shown to his wife's guardian, to the 
silent estrangement of the last few months, 
On this puzzle he had often meditated, but had 
| ag been obliged to give it up as inexplic- 


able. 

When he reached the hotel he found Egerton 
impatiently awaiting him. He was walking 
up and down the room, where luncheon was 
laid, and on the table stood a carafe of brandy, 
more than half omer. The sight of it re- 
minded Standish that he thought ton had 
drank an unusual amount of wine the night 


before. 
**We shall scarcely catch the train,” said 
nm, as they sat down toa hasty meal, of 
ich he hardly ate anything. 
wHe was very silent during the hour which 


It was the twenty-second of Sep- 
tember, and the birthday of my aunt’s youngest 
boy, so we drank an extra glass of gross to his 
health. Ofcourse I thouzht no more about it. 
We had a® uncommon rough passage across 
the bay, and were obliged to put into Gibraltar 
to refit, Then we went on to Constantinople, 
was 
Altogether I have been 
over six months out of England, for I came 
home as third officer of a small sailing ship, 


straight kind of chap, about——” 
He paused, and gazed hard at Egerton.” About 


“He was 
about your height, but a trifle broader it seems 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


ments Standish made on Ritson’s sto’ 
sertion that there was but one man a 
premises. He only remarked abruptly, ‘*‘ No 

































caught.” 

passed in nearly complete silence. 
ton, who had been 
Bradshaw, exclaimed : 


this Pedro myself.” 
“Indeed! What has——” 


terrupted Egerton, 
hitherto. 


lurking in my mother’s country. 


have 
get o 
time has been lost already.” 


uite forgotten me, 


be rash. Consult your medical adviser. 


to Callander, nor—— 

interrupted Egerton, impulsively. 
you, that in my oe mood 
no charm in life. 


me.” 


man, you see. 
= consider me an out-and-out Englishman. 


couldn’t bear me. 

Standish, 

about Miss Wynn,” he said. 

twenty-nine than nineteen. 

with her intellect as well as her heart. 

Yes, I'll go to Spain. 
** You had better go with Dillon. 

did Standish press the question. 
The 

neare 

how clear and defined they were. 


the moment. 
probable return, Standish fancied he could 


trace a certain reluctance on his companion’s 


part to meet his friend. 

** He shrinks 
thought Standish. ‘It is natural enough, 
especially as he is evidently weakened and 
depressed.” 

t the Waterloo they parted, each going his 
own way. Standish found various letters, in- 
vitations and notes awaiting him, amongst 
them one from Miss Oakeley. 

**Do come and see us a8 soon a3 you can. We 
have heard that you went down to Eastport, 
and are dying to know the reason why. ave 
you found out anything? 

‘*Imagine! Mrs. Callander is to arrive the 
day after to-morrow. I had a letter from Miss 
Boothby. The poor old thing seems guite 
worn out, for my aunt has been very unwell, 
and you may imagine what that means to her 
attendants. 

“*If Mr. Egerton is with you, pray bring him. 
He is more interesting than ever. 

** Yours truly, 
** HENRIETTA OAKELEY.” 


“‘T hope to Heaven Miss Oakeley has not 
communicated her so or suspicions to 
eel said Standish to himself, when he 
finished this epistle. ‘I do not want her to be 
disturbed with any fresh information, she is in 
a pitiable state of nervous depression as it is. 
I wish Henrietta Oakeley would take her and 
the children abroad, to some place quite uncon- 
necced with the past. I must talk to her about 
this.” 

Looking at his watch he found it would not 
be too late to present himself after dinner, 

He felt somewhat uneasy until he had seen 
Dorothy, and was certain the first glance at her 
face would tell him how much she knew. 

*The ladies had left the dinner table and 
were in the drawing-room,” Collins informed 
the late, but welcome, visitor when he opened 
the door. 

Miss Oakeley was at the piano when 
Standish was shown in, and Dorothy sitting 
on a low chair by the fire; the dancing light 
played upon the red golden brown of her hair, 
the pale oval of her delicate pensive face ; she 
was more dressed than he had yet seen her, 
that is, her black dress was opened in along V, 
an inner edging of white crape almost filling up 
the space, her elbow sleeves showed her slight 
white arms. Standish was almost frightened 
to see how fragile, how fairy-like she looked, 
she ought now to be looking more like her own 
bright self. The recuperative powers of youth 
ought to assert themselves by this time. 

/.t the first syllable of his name, she started 
up and ran to meet him. 

** How good of you to come at once, Paul! I 
knew you would. 

**Mr. Standist ! This is delightful! I am 
dying to hear what took you away to that 
wretched place,” cried Miss Oakeley, coming 
over to shake hands with him. 

“Yes, Paul, tell us everything,” echoed 
Dorothy, ‘‘ but first for my piece of news. 
I had quite a nice letter from the colonel. He 
will be home in a week or two.” 

**Ha! that is good, indeed! Now I have a 
little, a very little to tell you. It leads, well 
really to nothing, and it is painful—do you still 
wish to hear it? 

**T dol” said Dorothy in a stifled voice. 

**Yed, of, course we do,” cried Henrietta, 
drawing a low-easy chair by the-fire; Dorothy 


qoctied jinto the -corner,.of a ba nich was 


arvially in shadow, while h * placéd 

imself on an ottoman at Miss Oakeley’s left. 

He described the meeting with Ritson and 

avea brief summary of his communication. 
fie could not well make out what effect the 
narrative had upon Dorothy, as her face was 
almost hidden from him, but when he came to 
that part of the story where Ritson said the 
man he had seen with the ladder was about the 
same height and size as Egerton, she uttered 
an inarticulate exclamation and leant forward 
as if startled, 

“How extraordinary!” cried Henrietta 
Oakeley. “I call this very important; it 

roves to me, that the deed must have been 
} ib by that dreadful horrid sailor. He cer- 
tainly was very like Mr. Ezerton, It seems 
ill and worn 
he looks, poor fellow! I feel quite sorry to see 
him, Do you know, I feel so convin it was 
one of those blood thirsty monsters who com- 
mitted the murder, that I have told Collins to 
take that wretched parrot and sell it for what 
he likes. Don’t you remember, Dorothy, how 
I exclaimed at the strange likeness to Mr. 
Egerton? Dorothy, what is the matter, 
Dorothy? Oh, Mr. Standish, what——” 

But Standish was already beside her. Her 
head had fallen back among the cushions, her 
hands, cold and deathlike, lay helplessly at 


either side. 

**She is gone! She has fainted |” cried Stan- 
dish, in despairing tones. ‘‘ For God's sake, 
call Nurse! I don’t know what to do for her? 
and he to chafe her hand gently. 

Henrietta rushed first to the bell, which she 
rang partenaiy, and then to the door, where she 
called loudly for 1 servant in the house, till 
the room was half f 

“ Just stand back every one of you, and leave 
the room this minute,” cried M’ Hugh 
authoritatively, ‘“‘all she wants is air—and 


iet.” 
_— (To be continued.) 





Many are Called. 
Oh, I'm to Pete and John, 
and eee umes and Earl 


And Henry, William, George and Don, 
For I'm a summer gitl, —Harpers’ Bazar. 


ensued, and scarcely seemed to hear the pm 
» his as- 
ut the 


never thought there was more than one in it, 
and I fear—I feel sure he will uot soon be 


The first part of the return journey was 
Then Eger- 
ooking at a Continental 


‘* Standish, I will goto Spain and hunt up 


“T have frequently thought of doing it,” in- 
“The fact is, I have not 
felt strong enough to undertake the journey 
But Iam the right man to look for 
him ; I speak the language ; and he is probably 
I knew most 
of the influential families in Valencia when I 
was there not many years ago. They will ‘not 
es, I think I can 
the day after to-morrow. Too much 


‘*My dear fellow,” cried Standish, ‘‘do not 
Even 

our success will not bring poor Mabel back to 
life, will not restore the charm of his existence 


““Give back the color and savor to mine,” 

*T assure 
see little or 
f I could bring this— There, 
I cannot talk aboutit. You do not dream of the 
extraordinary mixture of feelings which distract 
He stopped abruptly, and then went on 
in a forced tone: ‘I am not quite an English- 
I feel more acutely, none of you 






















ee how Dorothy Wynn refused me; she 
“The whim of a very young girl,” urged 


“There is wonderful ripeness and decision 
She is more like 
She disliked me 
How- 
ever, I shall never offend in the same way. 
It has no associations 
with the immediate past and I shall go alone.” 
; fancy he 
is free just now.” Ezerton made no reply, nor 


discussed Egerton’s plans till they 
the Metropolis, and Standish remarked 
They had 
evidently not been thought out on the spur of 
When they spoke of Callancer's 


from the pain of seeing him,” 


















Swimming and Boating for Boys, 





sider vulgar. 


chose.” (!) 


delicate man, an 


out of mischief. 


either ruin or death, 

fold attractions and uses of swimming. al 
proper 
taken, 


boys onl 


are too common for that. 


He had a horse for riding, and he | for models. 
was always allowed to walk as much as he | cf Greece the ola charm of climate remains, 


Her hearers understood why it was that her | forth an 
son had grown up to be a narrow-chested and | tion, “ Rejoice.” The favored climates of the 
were thankful that he was | world are alwa 
permitted to go out doors at all in his boyhood, | But one can modify ordinary climates to a far 

Fortunately this young man had possessed a | greater degree than is supposed, and in our 
strong love for walking, and also for study, 
which had kept him from inanition, and also | warmth or coolness, the living freshness of air, 
But for an active, full-b'ooded 
boy not decidedly studious, such a bringing- 
up as has been described would have meant | milder Floridas and Californias. 


There is no need to descant upon the mani- 


1 


recautions for his safety should be | air. 
ut your boy should learn to swim. | more beautiful women 
Never let him go into the water unless he is 
well; neither let him go alone or with flighty 

y even when he has mastered the art 
of natation—cramps and accidents of all sorts 
Keep him away from 





as Romeor Constantinople, but refreshed by the 
snows of the Caucasus and the vicinity of 


“I never would allow my boy to learn to | the Caspian and Black seas. They f 
swim,” said the mother of an only son; *‘and | conserved their beauty to a cok aa 
I never could bear to have him in a boat. Skat- 
ing I always detested, and ball-playing I con- 


at age. 
Two thousand years ago the climate of Greece 
was as perfect as the b2auty it p> the world 
To-day in some of the highlands 


and the a beauty of face and form looks 
d makes natural the old Greek saluta- 


ys the homes of its chief beauty, 


own houseg. at least, maintain the tempered 


the moisture ana fragrance of growing plants 
and the light which should render out laalies 
We shall yet 
learn the secret of making our own dwellings 
fit climates for invalids, who need not be driven 
to die in strange regions, for the sake of purer 
Then there will be fewer invalids and 





A Chinese Marchioness. 


The late Marquis Tcheng was a Chinese jin 
de siecle, who had shaken off all antiquated 


rapids and whirlpools, and impress upon him prejudices, and endeavored to unite the east 


at every opportunity, by anecdote, precept 


dence in the) matter, 


’ 


and example, the necessity of exercising pru- 


and the west. Like our Westerns, he did a 
little puffing, received interviewers, and gave 


Especially see that he | his likenesses to the illustrated papers. He 


is familiar with remedies for cramp, and with | was a consummate Parisian, attended first per- 
the modes of on the drowned. Many a | formances at the theaters, and drove in the 


valuable life has been 


ost because a boy’s com- | Bois in a splendid turn-out. 


With exquisite 


panions did not understand how to use proper | taste he o parties, at which Chinese diplo- 


restoratives when his body was first recovered | matists 


from the water. 

Teach your boy the importance of stayin 
the water but a few moments at a time, an 
being very active during those moments. 


anced waltz2s with the Parisiennes, 
But he reached the climax of popularity when, 


in breaking with the ancient traditions of Celes- 
. of | tial etiquette, he exhibited his wife in public. 
tis 


On such occasions the marchioness would sit 


better to go in several times each day, staying | near the window in one of her drawing-rooms, 


gc in once for an hour. Boys 
out apparent harm, but it is at a deadly risk. 
Twenty minutes in fresh-water and half an 
hour in salt-water are safe limits. 

When your boy knows how to swim in deep 
water, and not until then, allow him to go out 
alone in a boat, When he has mastered the 
simple rules for rowing, paddling, and sculling, 
by all means have him learn the management 
of a sail boat, under some cautious and expert 
skipper, unless his father or some near relative 
is able and willing to instruct him. 

At five o’clock one morning on a well-known 
beach, a heedless and undisciplined youth, who 
had been allowed to have a yacht before he 
could swim a stroke, overturned his craft, and 
instead of clinging to it, as all boys should be 
taught to do when overturned, he drifted about 
in the water, sinking twice before aid could 
reach him. The people in the twenty or thirty 
cottages which were clustered thickly upon 
this beach were aroused from their sleep, and 
looking from their windows, most of them 
could see this foolish and headstrong young 
fellow, whose lavish spending and loud boasts 
had made him a Lies ates figure among 
them, and their knowledge of his stupidity 
naturally made them fearful that he w.cuid be 
drowned before aid could reach him. Although 
he did not appear to be more than a few boat's- 
lengths from the shore, it seemed a lifetime 
to the compassionate lookers-on before a lob- 
ster-man, who by chance was near at hand on 
the rocks, could push his boat off and reach the 
hapless young fellow. Many of those who wit- 
nessed the thrilling spectacle of his rescue 
when he had risen for the last time were un- 
able to recover from the strain for weeks. All 
of them were taught one impressive lesson. 
It was never to allow anyone under their con- 
trol to have a boat until he had learned to 
swim. In the outdoor sports of old England 
lies one secret of the sturdy strength, the 
wholesome appetite, and the sound digestion 
of that nation. Introspection, morbid self- 
brooding, even established disease flee away 
before “‘ the rigors” of good open-air exercise ; 
and nothing in this line is more salutary and 
delightful than swimming and its twin brother 
boating. Don’t be ‘‘mean” to the boys; let 
them learn both.—Harper’s Bazar. 





Spelling a Natural Gitt. 


Don’t despise the man who spells words 
without the silent letters. Many distinguished 
and well educated people cannot spell correctly. 
A young Harvard instructor was once heard to 
say, “TI really never dare correct a student's 
misspelling till I have looked in the dictionary.” 
“Just as I,” answered a clever woman, quick fs 
** never dare use feeble lest I spell it fe-e-ble !” 
The lady was under the impression that the 
word should be spelled “ feable.” A fish dealer 
tells of receiving an order for salt ‘“ mackrel” 
from ore ee. A bill made out by 
one of the leading pedagogues of a neighbor- 
ing city concluded with ‘*‘ ballance due.” Those 
who know, will tell that the sermons of a dis- 
tinguished clergyman sent up for printing, 
frequently abound in errors of this kind. Cob- 
bett, in his grammar, loved to give instances of 
bad spelling and ungrammatical language in 
kings’ speeches. The father of his country had 
his own system of spelling and his wife had 
another and very different one. A brilliant 
actress, whom we all admire, invariably spells 
Tuesday Teusday. Napoleon was not a correct 
speller, and the Jron Duke slipped often. The 
misfortune is often an inherited one, and whole 
families, even unto their remotest branches 
and twigs, will show the same weakness. 
** What!” says Major Pendennis, *‘ would you 
marry &@ woman who spelt affection with 
one f{?” Why not a woman as well as a man? 
If correct spelling were necessary to the mar- 
riage state she ign ask how many of our 

residents would doomed to celibacy? 

eneral Taylor and Andrew Johnson would 
scarcely have read their title clear to husband- 
hood. 8 ol 





A Reason for the Brunette. 


The dark colors of the Southern beauty are 
explained by savants as due to carbon not 
thrown off by the lungs, says the Philadel- 
phia Press. These are less active in hot 
climates, and the respiratory function is less 
complete. The pulmonary action is replaced 
by cutaneous transpiration, and the carbon, 
instead of being thrown off with the expired 
air, is deposited in a layer of the skin, which, 
in greater or less degree, gives it shading. 
The chyle of herbivorous animals is said to 
contain three times as much carbon as that 
of flesh-eating ones, and the vegetable diet 
which chiefly supports life in the tropics is 
the anon cause of the deep pigmenta- 
tion ruling there. The difference in complex- 
ion and coloring of various races is probabl 
due to certain principles in their food whic 


introduced into the body, by contact 
with atmospheric air, produces divers 
colorings, just as light is known to de- 


compose certain vegetable products, and 
darken some salts. lhe culiar tints of 
the Indies and the Antilles are said to 
be due to the saffron, roucou, cayenne, and 
other savories used in food, which are dyes as 
well, and petty to the bilious maladies pre- 
valent there. The opaque cornea of the eye is 
yellowish in tropic races and their fat the color 
of wax, showing its affinity to the bile. The 
color of eyes and hair follows that of the skin 
naturally, the same being the great colorist in 
these cases. Eyes grow darker with healthy 
exercise, as well as more brilliant. The most 
beautiful races are always to be found in the 
finest climates, The C jans live on the 
table-lands of the Caucasus, a climate southern 


have them return 
Epilepsy or 


Hy ty eS 





A Grea 


A Ye 


RADICALCUR 
Sickness a life-long study. | warrant remedy to Gure the 
worst cases. Becouse ethers have failed is no reason for not now bef at 


only ten or fifteen minutes ae eae i adorned with the hierarchical trappings of an 
o stay in for 
two hours together, and live through it with- 


idol, attired in brilliant silks on which the 
imperial dragon was worked in heavy embroi- 
dery. Her eyes were half closed, she answered 
the compliments of her guests by a slight mo- 
tion of her fingers, the ladies of the diplomatic 
corps sat by her, and no sight could be more 
charming than the contrast of their fresh and 
airy habiliments to the almost priestly robes of 
this exotic ambassadress. One evening the 
Papal Nuncio came to pay his respects to the 
marchioness, She was surprised at his going 
ae again, and asked one of her neighbors in 
English : 

‘*Why doesn’t the old lady come and sit 
beside me like the rest ? 








Possibly Mud. 
‘* Papa,” said a talkative little girl, ‘‘am I 
made of dust?” ‘No, my child. If you were, 
you would dry up once in a while.” 





You can get your eyes tested on scientific 
principles free of charge at Brown’s jewelry 
store, 110 Yonge street, by going between 10 
o’clock a.m. and 1 o’clock p.m. every day. 


TORONTO MUSICAL INSTRUMENT CO. 


AGENTS AND DEALERS IN 


Pianos, Organs, Musical Instruments 
OF ALL KINDS. 


Sheet Music, Music Books, Etc. 


Terms and prices moderate in all Musical goods. 








346 QUEEN STREET WEST 
TORONTO 





Fragrant and aetixhttu: w uss. «@uc sm UO.ugue, Ver- 
many. The trade mark “ 4711” on every cake. 


GENBRAL AGENTS 
LYMAN, KNOX & CO, ° - rs { Secu 


JERSEY KOUMISS 


MANUFACTURED BY 


DAN TAYLOR & CO. 


DISPENSING CHEMISTS 


All physicians who have had experience with Jersey 
Koumiss say that its beneficial results are most marked in 
cases of Indigestion or Dyspepsia, Consumption or any de- 
rangement of the stomach. 


Price $1 per Doz., or 10c. per Bottle 


Arcade Pharmacy 


133 Yonge Street 
Telephone 1108 
N. Br—Orders delivered to any part, of thé cits. 


es 


PATENTS 


» ¢ ing ¢ - 

* Caveats and Re-sasued aecuted, Trnde-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts = and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention, I make 
careful e: tion, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. 

With my offices directly across from the Patent Offes, 
nd being in personal attendance there, it is apparent that 
lhave su or facilities for making prompt preliminary 
searches, for the more vigorous and successful prosecution 
of applications for patent, and for attending to all business 
entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 


FEES MODERATE, and exclusive attention 
patent business. Information, advice and specia) 
ences sent on request. 


R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
Washington, D. C., 
Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office. 
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J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


DUNN'S | 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 
] THOUSANDS OF BOTTLES 
* 





GIVEN AWAY “YEARLY. 
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R. E. W. SCHUCH 
Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
sity Giee Club, has resumed instruction in 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his resideace, 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 


HARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 
To accommodate those se at a distance 


Will give lessons in harmony - 
dates xam in Music at Trinit liege and the 
Se panies of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 


Conservatory of 
the Trinity examinations have been suc- 
Sk ee i. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. ‘and 
A.C.0. (Eng.), Toronto, 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 
WALTER DONVILLE 
Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 











__Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 
IGT. (LATE Se ROYAL 
Conservatoire, Leipaig 
A._S,,.V.6 Choirmaster — St. Baptist 
a 2G an teacher 0! 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 
Pianoforte a Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
‘essor 0! at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
now a abe a Toronto, and gives lessons in singing to 
ladies and tlemen, amateur and professional studerts, 
and specially prepares pupils for ail branches of the musical 
lession— operatic, concerts and oratorios. Voice pro- 
oa is one vel Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
Circulars on application at residence, No. 7 Metcalf 
Street, or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 
Sons. 
Miss ALICE WALTZ 
Solo Soprano, Plymouth Church, Brookiyn, and St. 
©. Church, Philadelphia. 


ohn’s R. 


CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture 
417 Church Street 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC. Ltd. 


In affiiliation with Toronto University, reopens Sept 4. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 


ANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. 


Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough’s 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
merial Training 

Established 1880. ) Pusiic LiprRary BumLpine, 
Telephone 1555. f TORONTO. 

Poineer shorthand school. 800 graduates in good posi- 
tions. Most modern and practical commercial course 
New Calendar in preparation—sent free to any address. 


SPECIAL SUMMER SESSION 


During July. Shorthand and business courses separately 
or combined. Send for circular. 


Wa. Wauisee } Bengough & Warriner 


W.A. WARRINER 
Full Maatich Cours <e, 
Langua Mus 


BISHOP 


Drawing, painting. ee 
STRACHAN ate prospectus, &c., 
MISS GRIER 
SCHOOL Lady Principal, 
FOR Wykeham Hall, Toronto. 
Youna Lapies. School Re-opens on 


WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 3, 1890 


R. THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Seulptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 
SG Yonge street Arcace 








WILLIAMS & COQ. 


SLATE AND GRAVEL ROOFERS 
4 Adelaide Street East 


Manufacturers and dealers in Roofing Materials, Building 
Papers, Carpet Felt, &>. Also lay Trinidad Asphalt on 
Stable Floors, Cellar Bottoms, &c. 


TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 
ears te 
the WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 


The public invited to investigate personally. Pamphlets, 
Testimonials and advice free. Call or aaron wm. 
Radam Microbe Killer Co, Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Unt., sole owners and manufacturers 
== the Dominioc. Beware of impositions. See our Trade 

ark 











Rasy and Other Chairs} 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
Parlor, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 








These goo?s are manufactured by me, and are adapted to 
the requirements of home and places of business. I keep a 
stock, also make to order. es is a specialty, 
both in design, quality of material and richness of color. 


WELLINGTON STOTT 


170 King Street West - - Toronto 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 
Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MRS, MENDON, 238 MoCanu) Street 


GUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and al! facial blemishes perma- 
nently amet a electrolysis. 

. FOSTER, Electrician, 133 Church St. 


a RED NATIONAL 
ack and Cou 


aon ce 

e tur outs 

with careful drivers 

any time day or night. 
Telephone 2104 

y Arthur M. Bowman 






arma Hino Yale ee 


















W. L. FORSTER 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 
HAMILTON MacCARTHY, aca, _ 


12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


_ FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 


107 King St. West’ - 


F W. MICKLETHWAITE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor, Jarvis and King Streets - - 


SpactaLtizrs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 


GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


ag P. MILL 
445 Yonge Street 









































® Portraits a Spectalty ARTI Sr: 


SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and *Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portr. its. Studio 


TORONTO 


Toronte 


116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


HIGH GRADE WATCHES A SPECIALTY | sez Yonge street 





THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
Street 
be tenes “te great ss ee a LE 
= Dining-room is commodious 


oe of the Quality, and th = ALES cannot be 
Telephone 1090. Y MORGAN, jetor. 


"THe LEADER AMPLE ROOM 
THE CHOICEST LINES OF 


WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS 


First-Class Restaurant in Connection 


E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 


° M. MCCONNELL 


Late of ** Headquarters” 


Wholesale Dealer in Wines, Liquors 


and Cigars 
COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO. 


FOR OYSTER 


CALL AT 


VIRGINIA STYLE 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 


DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
‘Grand Opera House Building. 


CAMPERS 


WINES AND LIQUORS. + en attention given to 
fully packed and delivered to 


c mping parties. Goods care 
Railway or Express Company. 


GEO. W. COOLEY 























4ie€asure irove. 


and the Bill o 
and choice, while the WINES 4 Liquons 


SERVED IN TRUE 


Tel. 2060 


Telephone 3 89 


OMETHING NEW. | IN. DENTISTRY 
Porcelain Fillin: 


Also ‘Sondieneas Gum Sets. tt So 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade ~ - 
Telephone 1846 


oe ee ens 


Soules | ines a 





WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized sir for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
N Process— Porcelain and Porcelain Orowns 
ew Fillings 
Telephone 3031 
PATTERSON & FENTON 
Dentists 


OFFICE AND RESIDENCE DOWN TOWN OFFICE 


169 COLLEGE ST. 141 YONGE ST. 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


-| Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 








LOST 


All tendernese and soreness of the feet since we have been | 


buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 
H. & C. BLACHFORD 
AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
87 and 89 —s St. East, Toronto 





Don’ t 
Spoil Your Feet 
with 
Cheap Shoes 


18 THE ADVICE OF 


WM. PICKLES, 328 Yonge St. 
Children’s Tan Shoes 


SPRING HEELS 


Summer Shoes 


FOR EVERYBODY 
IN 









Black 
and 


Kid 
WM. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street 


|The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


| OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
os loan on Mo small and large 
$5v0, oo Retueatie exten OF betevess 
and terms of repayment. 1. No valuation fee charged. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


RESSMAKING PARLORS 

Conducted by MISS veres 

ae and careful study is devoted to Evenin 

and Bridal Trousseaux, also Traveling and Walking 
a Boating, Tennis and ee “fuiding 
abits, a specialty. Possessing favorable fac es for the 
pore and speedy attention to Mourning orders, we 
ave undoubted confidence of assuring entire Sen. 

BROOMS—R. WALKER & SON 


ANADIAN 





PACIFIC Fy. 


THROUGH SLEEPERS FROM 
TORONTO 


PORTLAND 
OLD ORCHARD 


On the Maine Coast, and to all 


WHITE MOUNTAIN POINTS 


EVERY TUESDAY AND FRIDAY 


Colored | Returning leave Old Orchard every Thureday and Monday, 


running through to Torouto during the suman er season. 


For rates and full information y to 118 King Street 


West, 58 Yenge Street, 24 York 


LOOK 


Niagara River Line 


In connection with Vanderbilt system of ~— The 
short and picturerque summer route to 


Room B | Falls, Buffalo, New York, Boston, &c. 


PALACE STEAM STEAMERS 


Cibola and Chicora 


Leave Yonge St. Wharf daily (except Sunday) at 7 a.m., 
11 a.m., 2 p.m. and 4 45 p.m 
Tickets at all principai offices and on boats. 
JOHN FOY, Manager. 


Niagara Falls Line 


STEAMER 


Empress of India 


Leaves Geddes’ Whar’, foot of Yonge Street, daily at 7.30 
a.m. and Pp m. for Port Dalhou: ie, making close con- 
nect ons for St. Catharines, Niagara fails, Buffalo, New 
York, and all points east. 

Wedn nesday and gt afternoons at 3 40 p.m., Port 
Dalhousie and return 

Solid trains. quick ti time. Tickets at all G T. R. and 
Empress of India agents and on wharf. 
<cenpadlliapnentabvanasaehsckeeiostll onantecvanpeonmpenndinpeeasbiantestiipieaspiciiaesnnasninsasigiveees 
#RAND TRUNK RAILWAY 


The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO’ 


And all Principal Pointe in 
CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto 
oslebrated Pullman’s Palace SI —* at 
So lighted. Speed, 
For fares, time —, tickets and reliabl informaticn 
TF 8 Oy See 
seener King SEATPE, ay Te Tee 
nolo street, Toronto, 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. 


Steamship, Rail and Boat Agency 


NIAGARA RIVER LINE 


Chicora and Cibola 


Lovely summer route to 
Buffalo, Niagara Falls, Cleveland, New 
York, Boston, Philadelphia, Washington 
and ail American Points 
—_ Special attention given to Church srd Scciety excur- 
Geom: steamship tickets sold to England and the Conti- 
nent. For full jars and tickets apply to 


ROBINSON & HEATH 
Custom House, Brokers, 684 Yorge St. 


>: NEW MUSIC 


All the Go 4 
By Chas. Bo! 











sowsah rT > aby Waltses 


oe Bohner.......... -60 
Song—Memory 
By H. Tourjee............ 50 
Haute Volee Rye 
PUNE) 4 0s cavenecsende 40 
On Time Jersey 
NY, Bs 5 0:4 6 6p 0 be sctes 40 
Avant Garde March 
By GOWER 0. i sccecccoseses 35 


ee in the Mcsical line, up to 
times, and at right prices, 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Srteet, Torc ntc 





55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 660.— 
fifty-five =<, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

rize of the watch worth one thousand 

r6—$1000. Americans as well as Cana- 
fact. This said 





cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


® King Street West, Teronte 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


Carpets Cleaned 


On the floor or taken up and cleaned—any 
way to please you 
Our patrons appreciate our ¢fforts to please them, be 


cause we tr: to be as prompt as — with our work. 
Telephone to 3751, or send a card to 


FOR THIS SPACE NEXT WEEK | The Toronto Carpet Renovating Co. 


Something of special interest to 
those who appreciate 


ART - IN - DRESS 
TAYLOR & CO. 


Art Tailors - - 89 Yonge St. 


438 YONGE ST. 


OPP. CARLTUN STREET. 


MISS HOLLAND 


Would intimate to her customers and ladies generally that 
she has now a very large and choice stock of 


French Patterns in Millinery 


Together with novelties in 


Flowers, Ribbons, &c. 


Of which she would solicit i Also very hand- 
some Ja =— aot Sued Dolman : 7 
paver ng Department under first-class management 
ost satisfactory results. 


- SPECTACLES - 
Accurate): 

y fitted. ron gay ea, Cpe, oh Hens 

3. FOSTER, 13 King Street West 


509 1-2 Yonge Street 


THE 
GOLDEN 
HORSE 
Lugsdin & Barnett 


SADDLERS 


IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Trunks, Valises, Bags, Riding Saddles 


ALSO COMPLETE LINES IN 
Riding Whips and Crops, Horse Boots 
Horse Sheets, Coolers, Waterproof Goods 
And Every Description of Horse Gear. 


Specialties in Sole Leather and Military Work 
Lugsdin & Barnett 


116 YONGE STREET 
Miss PLUMMER 


MODIST® 





57 GLOUQESTER STREET 
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Social and Personal, 
- (Continued from Page Two.) 





at Newport and Old Orchard. They return via 


Quebec and the Thousand Islands. 
* 


The Misses Quinn of Sussex avenue are 


spending the summer on the St. Clair river. 


* 

A pleasing incident took place at the rooms 
of the Rosedale Cricket Club, on the Jacrosse 
grounds, Monday evening last, when a deserv- 
edly popular member of the club, Mr. Geo. 
Seymour Lyon, was presented with 2 beauti- 
fully designed cup by the secretary, Mr. H. F. 
Petman, on behalf of the members in recogni- 
tion of his excellent batting in the late inter- 
national cricket match at Philadelphia, A 
large number were present and a very enjoyable 


time was spent. ae 


A wedding ceremony of considerable note 
took place at St. John’s church, Port Hope, on 
Wednesday. The event was the marriage of 
Mr. Joseph Featherstonhaugh of Toronto, and 
Miss Alice May Guerneey, second daughter of 
Major Guernsey of Englishtown, late of Her 
Majesty’s 45th Regiment, Sherwood Foresters. 
‘The church was crowded at the early hour of 
3:30a.m. The rector of St. John’s, Rev. E. 
Daniel, performed the ceremony. The bride 
was attended by’ Miss Sophie Guernsey, her 
sister, and Miss Minnie Featherstonhaugh, 
sister of the groom, while the groom was sup- 
ported by Messrs, P. D. Eynecourt of Toronto 
and F. W. Guernsey of St. Marys, brother of 
the bride. The bride was married in her travel- 
ing costume of electric blue henrietta cloth 
trimmed with plush of the same color and 
The first 
bridesmaid’s costume was of blue figured 
the second bridesmaid’s being 
made of cream cashmere trimmed with pale 
The happy couple left by the 


putttercup cord, with hat to match. 
china silk ; 


buttercup. 
Norseman at noon for Rochester. 
. 


The following Torontonians registered at the 
Mr. and Mrs. 
Edin Heward, Mr. A. M. Cosby, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bromley Davenport, Mrs. and Miss Cumber- 
land, Mrs. and Miss Wyatt, Mr. Johu A. Tor- 
rance, Mrs. and Miss T. Torrance, Major H. A. 
and Mrs. Gray, Mr. and Mrs. William A. Wilson, 
Mr. G. J. Harding, Mr. and Mrs. John Mc- 
Arthur and family, Mr. Frederick Wyld, Mr. 
and Mrs, W. B. Hamilton and family, Mr. W. 
A. Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Ford 


Penetanguishene this week : 


and family. 


The following guests are at Peninsular Park 
on Lake Simcoe: Mr. G. A. Chapman and 
family, Mr. R. V. Corragan, Capt. Percy Beall, 
Miss Annie Hulty, Mr. Alfred Chapman and 


family, Mr. W. L. McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs. W. 
A. Wilson, Mr. A. H. Cassels, Mr. G. Ince, Mr. 
E. W. Trent, Mr. John Bain, Q C., and family, 
Mr. H. Kingsmill, Mr. and Mrs. George T. 
Gorrie and family, Miss Willcock, Mr. D. 
Campbell, Mr. Fred Phillips, Mr. James Craw- 
ford of Ss. Louis, Mo., Mr. E. H. Webster of 
Buffalo, Mr. W. H. Phillips of St. Catharines, 
and Mr. Notman Benjamin of Elmira, N. Y. 


———— or 
Out ot Town. 





NIAGARA-ON-THE-LAKE, 


One of the most delightful concerts of the 
season was held at the Chautauqua amphi- 
theater last Saturday evening. The principal 
performers were: Mr. Anderson, a very talented 
young violinist, whose playing was thoroughly 
enjoyed and a genuine treat to all lovers of 
music present and who was mcst warmly en- 
cored, giving in response the sweet old favorite 
air, The Last Rose of Summer; Mr. Ramsay, 
the inimitable; Mrs, Murray-Dickson and Miss 
McGillivray, all of whom richly deserved the 
very hearty applause with which they were 
received. Miss McGillivray, who looked very 
bewitching in a most becoming dress of cherry- 
colored uze over satin of the same shade, 
with a dainty little pair of French slippers to 
match, chose as her recitations, Gentleman 
Dick o’ the Grays, and The Minuet. The Min- 
uet was especially well received, Miss McGilliv- 
ray’s graceful movements iz the old-fashioned 
dance entirely captivating the hearts of the 
delighted audience, The choir and orchestra 
also gave some very beautiful selections, but 
the crowning treat of the evening undoubtedly 
was the comic eres by Mr. Ramsay, and 
a duet entitled The Coquette by Mrs. 
Murray-Dickson and Mr. Ramsay, which 
called forth a perfect uproar of applause, to 
which they responded by singing that very 
amusing duet, called The Lesson. There were 
at least four or five hundred present, among 
whom [ noticed Mrs. H. Hewgill, Mrs, H. Gar- 
rett, Mrs. J. C. Garratt, Mrs, J. Russell, Miss 
Gale, Miss Madaline Gale, Mr. Warren, Mr. 
Ferrers Kayvett, Mr. F. Geddes, Miss Rosa- 
mond Geddes, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Beardmore, 
Miss Connie Beardmore, Mr, A. Howe, Dr. H. 
I. Anderson, Mrs. H. Poffard, Miss A. Poffard, 
Miss Edith Russell, Mr. Downey, Mr. and Mrs. 
T. Thompson, Miss Alma, Miss Campbell, Miss 
Evans, Mr, Arthur Small. 

No hop, held so far this season, has been so 
well attended, er proved so enjoyable as that 
of last Saturday. The dresses were remark- 
ably pretty,.aod te the inexpressible relief of 
many present, the young Torontonian who has 
so frequently appeared in a nondescript cos- 
‘tume of no particular color or style, arrived in 
a dress suit, greatly tothe improvement of his 
personal appearance and equally to the satis- 
faction of his partners and those to whom his 
other varied suits were an unfailing subject of 
remark, Among the large number present 
were Mr. and Mrs. C. Hunter, the Misses Col- 
guhoun, Miss C. Arnold, Miss Bertha Pafford, 
Mrs, Melfort Boulton, Miss Griffith of Fort 
Erie, Miss Moffatt, Mr. and Mrs, A. M. Macrae, 
Mrs. and Miss Elliott, Miss Hayes, Miss 
Burnett, Mr. Frank Brown cf Buffalo, Miss 
McKeane of Hamilton, Capt. Milloy, Miss 
Milloy, Miss Cameron, Mr. C. Milloy, Miss 
Strathy, Miss B. Strathy, Mr. Wilmot Strathy, 
Mr. H. Hunter, Mr. Howe, Mr. Ferrers Kny- 
vett, Mr, Robinson, ’Mr. Mossum Boyd, Mr. 
Sidney Small, Mr. McMann, Mr. -Downey, Mr. 
Aaderson, Mr. Leeds, Mr. and Mrs, D. B. 
Macdougall. Among the noticeabl weer 
dresses were.: Miss Strathy’s blue china sil 
with sash of salmon pink, Miss B. Strathy’s 
black net with ribbons of pink and pale green, 
Miss Griffith's, one of the handsomest in the 
room, yellow china silk, Miss Burnett's white 
gauze, Miss Arnold’s cream china silk, Mrs. 
Melfort Boulton’s black net with crimson rib- 
bons, Miss Hayes’ crimsen and white. 

Rev, Septimus Jones, rector of the church of 
the Redeemer, Toronto,preached at both morn- 
‘og and evening service in St. Mark’s church 
last Sunday in the absence of the assistant, 
Rev. J. C, Gorvast, ‘During the service in the 
morning quite a little excitement was caused 
by the fainting of one of the choir, Miss 
Avarina Evans, who was overcome by the 
intense heat. 

= Katie Griffith is in town, the guest of 

rs, Kerr, 

Rev, Arthur Baldwin, rector of All Saints’, 
Toronto, was visiting his brother during the 
week at Delatre Lodge. 

Miss e Wood of St. Catharines has 
been spending a few weeks with Miss Beaven 












TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 


at her pretty little vine covered cottage near 


St. Mark's church. 

























































weeks in the old town, 


ping at Ddyle’s Hotel. 
Saturday, 


town, 


her time. 


Monday. 


has made during her visit here. 


and zealous workers, 


vey high esteem, 


been visiting her sister, Mrs. 
come after her lengthy absence from them. 


Miss Ada Blake. 


McMurray from 


church to-morrow. GALATEA, 


OTTAWA, 


ant rural resorts, at present 
families of town residents, 


ing grounds without number. 


a delightful relaxation. On such nights the 
spacious paths, the close-shaven lawns and 


enjoying alike the even 
strains of some dreamy valse. The grounds 
also afford the owners of private carriages an 
et of driving about during the inter- 
vals of the programme and of taking up advan- 
tageous positions to listen to the music. The 
scene is both picturesque and animated and on 
a mconlight night presents a coup d oil, not 
to be rivaled in any Canadian city. So far the 
concerts have been maintained at the expense 
of the officers and a few private citizens, but I 
perceive the city council has made the band a 


grant of $200. 

Mr, William Howe gave a delightful At 
Home at Britannia a few evenings since at 
which a number of ladies and gentlemen from 
the city were present. Some three hundred 
guests attended and enjoyed themselves 
hugely. Adjoining the host’s residence was 
erected a platform on a level with the spacious 
veranda surrounding the house and this was 
beautifully decorated with evergreens and 
Chinese lanterns. Here dancing took Place, 
the music being furnished by the Guards 
string band. Among the guests were about 
fifty ladies and gentlemen from Aylmer who 
came over in a yacht and the crew of Her 
Majesty’s ship M. A. C., in full naval uniform, 
were also visible, looking ve seamanlike, 
Refreshments were supplied ad lib. and during 
the evening a magnificent pyrotechnic display 
took place. The affair on the whole was most 
unique and will be reckoned as the entertain- 
ment par excellence of the season. 

Mr. W. J. Topley returned home on Monday 
evening after a pleasant trip to Pittsburg, 
whither Mrs. Topley accompanied him. They 
were three weeks in the Smoky City, guests of 
the Hunters’ Club, to which Mr. Topley be- 
longs. This club consists of ten members and 
takes its name each year from the member 
who killed the first head of large game the 
season preceding. The club this year will hunt 
in the Muskoka district. Mrs. Topley did not 
return to Ottawa, but is visiting friends in 
Toronto. 

At a special meeting of the Ministering 
Children’s League, at which were present Mrs, 
Walker Powell, Mrs. George Taylor, Mrs. 
Clemow, Mrs. Cowper Cox, Miss Bishop, Miss 
Russell, Dr. Wicksteed, Mr. W. A. Allan and 
others, a resolution was adopted committing 
the League to the scheme of ak $3,000 by 
a mortgage, for the purpose of building a win 
to the present Convalescent Home, to be use 
as a Children’s Hospital. 

A new departure in weddings took place on 
Tuesday evening at a camping ground a few 
miles from the city. The parties chiefly inter- 
ested were Mr. D. Hunter and Miss Minnie 
Browne, residents of Ottawa and the children 
of well-known merchants. The ceremony was 
performed by Rev. George Bayne under a 
special tent pitched for the occasion. Miss 
Daisy Browne acted as bridesmaid and Mr. J. 
King as best man. A number of guests were 
present, and the affair passed off as smoothly 
as if in a stately cathedral instead of the wild 
woods of Woodruff. ; : 

Among the departures for cooler climes this 
week are Miss Powell for Aylmer, Miss Mer- 
rich for Kingston, Miss Meager for Hamilton, 
Miss L. Wilson for Quebec, Mr. and Mrs, 
Joseph Skinner for Little Metis, Mr. John 
Hodgins for the seaside, Miss Florence Fried- 
richs for Nova Scotia, Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
Muriel Allan for a short tour in the States, 
Mrs. F. Wright and family of Slater street for 
Britannia, Miss A. McDonald for Old Orchard, 
Miss Maybee for Gananoque and the West, 
Rev. Joseph White for Newfoundland, Mr. 
John Carling, jr., for England, Mr. E. Seybold 
for the Saguenay, and Mr. George Orme for 
Scotland. 

The following have returned to the city: 
Hon. John Costigan from New Brunswick, Mr. 
C. H. Macintosh, M.P., from Riviere du Loup, 
Mr. Burn, cashier of the Ottawa Bank, from 
Portland ; Rev. Dr. Armstrong of St. Paul’s 
church, from a neaay, trip; Mr. Archie Stew- 
art from England; Messrs, D. Blyth, J. H. 
Neeve, J. G. Buchanan, W. Russell, and T. A. 
Russell from Old Orchard Beach, Dr. John 
Robertson also from Old Orchard, Dr. Thor- 
burn from the White Mountains and Mr. Jus- 
tice Patterson and family from the lakes and 
Montreal. 

Miss Bertha Wright, the famous lady evan- 
gelist, left this week for Northfield, Mass. 
where she will attend a convention called by 
Mr. Moody. 

Col. Wissen E. Daniels, Staff Lieut-General 
of the Patriarchs Militant I.0.0.F., has gone to 
Chicago to attend the triennial cantonment. 

Col. George Ince of the customs department 
on dagarten on a tour of the Maritime Pro- 
neces, 


h 
vi 

Mr. and Mrs, Alder D. Bliss left on Tuesday 
to rusticate for a few weeks at Blanche, on 
Butter'’s Lake. 

Mr. Petcr Buchanan of the Indian depart 
ment, who has been absent over twelve months 
on sick leave, has returned much improved in 
health and intends soon to resume duty. 

Mr, Joseph Walton of Middlesbro’-on-Tees 
and Mr. Henry Fawcus of Neweastle-on-Tyne 
made a brief stey in the city this week while 


Mrs. Auson Campbell returned to her home 
in Montreal last Saturday after a stay of three 


Mr. and Mrs, Pedro Alma of Toronto have 
arrived for a visit of a few weeks and are stop- 


Judge Morson spent a few hours in town last 


A little one whose sweet childish beauty en- 
titled her to a conspicuous place in the list of 
pretty children given in last week’s issue, is 
Gladys, the dark-eyed, beautiful little daughter 
of Mr, and Mrs, J. McNair of Cheraw, North 
Carolina, who are spending the summer in 
Unless the years alter strangely the 
sweet, thoughtful little face, with its large 
dark eyes and soft curves, she will assuredly 
shine some day among the reigning beauties of 


Mr. Arthur Pafford, who had been spending 
his holidays in town, returned to Toronto last 


Mrs, McPike, who has been the guest of Mrs. 
John Lewis curing the past month or two, re- 
turned to her home in St. Louis last week, 
greatly to the regret of the many friends she 


The death of Rev. Father Shanahan, for 
some years priest of St Paul's church, 
robbed the church of one of her most earnest 
The news of his death 
has caused the most sincere and deep grief 
among his many friends here, not only among 
those of his own flock, but among many of 
other denominations, by whom he was held in 


ss M. Hewgill, who has for some time 
Fabian, in 
Toronto, returned home last week. Her num- 
erous friends extend to her a very warm wel- 


Mrs. Fred Greydon of Deloraine, Man., spent 
a few days in town this week, the guest of 


As announced by the Ven. Archdeacon 
che pulpit of St. Mark’s, 
the eloquent Professor Clarke of Toronto will 
preach at morning and evening services in that 


The ‘‘summer resort” season is now in full 
blast and all who can manage it have hied 
themselves to where the cooling breezes blow. 
Around Ottawa there are any number of pleas- 
pulated by the 
ritannia-by-the- 
Lake, a charming retreat within fifteen min- 
utes of the city, takes the lead. Then there 
are Aylmer, Caledonia Springs, Jones’ Falls, 
Chabot’s Island, Eastman’s Springs, and camp- 


or those who are forced to respire and per- 
spire in the capital, the weekly open air con- 
certs of the Guards’ band on Parliament Hill is 


breezy terrace are — with promenaders 
ng’s coolness and the 




















































































ition. 


ing her brother-in-law, Hon. 
Mrs. 


Miss Doyle of 
atives at the Capital. 
Miss Lizzie 


Celia Bradley of O’Connor street. 


Edward Jessup, collector of customs there. 


a oe vacation at Green's Creek. 
mines, 


priced vegetables. 


posed, 
BARRIE, 


the residence of Colonel O'Brien. 
one could 


to the inclemency of the weather. 


drawing-room by those who preferred s 


ing the afternoon. 


O’Brien, Mr. H 
—« of Orillia, Mrs. W. King of Montreal 
Mrs, E. F. B. Johnson of Toronto, Mr. an 
Mrs. J. Cotter, Mrs. Clifford Thomson, Mr. F. 
and Miss Hornsby, Mr. and Mrs. Sherwood, 
Captain Morgan, Major and Mrs. Smith, Lieut. 


Perth, Dr. and Mrs. McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs, 
George Raikes, Miss Da 
Edith Ardagh, Miss J. Thomson of Toronto, 
Mr. H. A agh, Mr, H. Raikes, Mr. George 
Esten, Miss Schrieber, Mr. A. Petersen, Miss 
Wilson, Mr, T. R. Boys, Mr. W. Campbell, Mr. 
Bennett of Midland, Mr. Arthur Ardagh. 
Major and Mrs. Burnett of Orillia. Captain 
McPhee, Lieut. Gray of Coldwater and others. 

The tennis tournament between Barrie and 
Orillia came off on Friday afternoon, August 1. 
About thirty members of the Barrie club went 


by the steam yacht Sea Flower and had a most 


(Continued on Page Twelve.) 





HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 


AFTERNOON | 
EVENING | SEPTEMBER 17 


AFTERNOON, SEPTEMBER 18 
Three Grand Concerts by the Famous 


STRAUSS ORCHESTRA 


Subscription lists now open at Messrs. Nordheimer and 


Suckling & Sons. Reserved seats, evening, $2 and $3; 
afternoon, $2 and $1.50. PERCIVAL T. GREENE, 
Manager Toronto Concerts. 
Strauss will also appear in Montreal Sept. 15; Ottawa, 
Sept. 16; Hamilton, Sept. 18 ; London, Sept. 19 


MeKeown& Company's 
STORE FLOODED 


SUNDAY AFTERNOON'S STORM 


A Large Quantity of Goods 
Damaged 


GIGANTIC SLAUGHTER SALE 


Of all damaged goods, consisting in 
part of Dress Goods, Silks and Staple 
Goods now going on. 

As these goods must be cleared out 
at once we have marked them down 


to nominal figures. 


COME EARLY 


We have engaged an extra staff of 
hands for this sale to give prompt at- 
tention to customers. 

Extra arrangements made for de- 
livery of parcels. All parcels will be 
delivered day after purchase. 


McKeown & Company 


182 Yonge Street 
Store Open at 10 a.m. 


REMOVAL 








Remington Standard Typewriter 
Head quarters is mow at 
4 ADELAIDE STREET WEST, TORONTO 
GEO, BENGOUGH, Agent. 


on their way to the Rocky Mountains on a 


cheoting ex 

Mrs, G. K. Shoenburger of Cincinnati is visit- 

Wm. McDougall. 
. J. H. Pocock, St. Louis, is in town on a 

visit and staying at Mrs, Cope’s, Maria street. 

awkesbury is visiting her rel- 


eed and Miss Hattie Reed of 
Hamilton are in the city, the guests of Miss 


Miss Alma Jessup of Rideau street is spend- 
ing a few days at Prescott, with her uncle Mr. 


Rev. Mr. Hannington and family are spend- 


r. Lawson Wills has returned to the city 
after a seven months’ stay in England where he 
has been booming the Buckingham phosphate 


Mr. Tennent, librarian of the Supreme Court, 
has purchased a small farm near Templeton and 
will devote all his spare time to raising high- 


Mr. Chamberlain, general manager of the 
Canada Atlantic Railway Company, is indis- 


An exceedingly pleasant At Home was given 
by Lieut.-Colonel O’Brien and the officers of 
the 35th Battalion (Simcoe Foresters) on Wed- 
nesday, July 30, at The Woods, Shanty Bay, 
A large 
number of invitations were sent out, and a 
great many availed themselves of the pleasure 
of aa The weather was not quite what 

ave wished, being showery during 
the day, consequently the grounds were rather 
damp for promenading. Also a number from 
a distance were prevented from coming owing 
otwith- 
standing this it was considered a delightful 
event. The band of the 35th Battalion played 
several selections in their usual excellent style. 
Another musical treat was enjoyed in the 


nd 
ing the time indoors instead of on the Soare, 
A few good games of tennis were played dur- 
Among those present I 
noticed Senator and Mrs. Gowan, Mr. and 
Mrs. John Strathy, Major and Mrs. ers, 
Mrs. Grasett of Toronto, Rev. F. J. and Mrs, 
White, Mr. Jude Ardagh, Captain and Mrs. 
Bird, Lieut, and Miss Kortright, Miss Major, 
Major and Mrs, Ward, Dr. Raikes of Midland, 
Mr. and Mrs. Keating, Mrs. Bird, Miss Birdie 
Mason, the Misses Michie of Toronto, Captain 
enry O’Brien of Toronto, Dr. 


Ward, Mrs, Hanbidge of Ogdensburg, the 
Misses Baker, Mr. Radenhurst, Miss Morris of 


of England, Miss 
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AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toronto. 


A new arrival—Children’s Two-wheeled Carts, 5c.; Wheelbarrows, 10c. Elegant assortment 
of Dolls. Those beautiful Red Chairs we are selling for 25c. each, or the set—Rocker, Arm 
Chair and High Chair—for 70c., are 40c. to 50c. apiece asually. The best Window Scrubber and 
Cleaner in the world 19c., worth 40c, to 50c. elaewhere. The best Carpet Sweeper made, the 
“ Excelsior,” made at Grand Rapids, $2.44, worth $3.50. Do not be bothered with flys. Our 
“ Daisy” Fly Killer, 17c.; Glass Fly Traps, 21c.; Wire Fly Traps, 14c., are the best iaventions of 
the age.~ Expecting snow this coming winter we are selling off all wheeled vehicles at less than 
jobbers sell them. See if we have what you want. All household articles we sell at most popu- 


lar prices. Will be glad to see you. 
W. H. BENTLEY & CO. 


CUT THIS OUT 


Enclose it in an envelope addressed to THE SHEPPARD PUB- 
LISHING CO. (Ltd.), 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 


FILL IN THE BLANKS BELOW 


TNE ciate ttieentrs copies, at 25 cents each, of the superbly illus- 
trated Summer Number of TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, entitled 








CANADA’S SUMMER. Enclosed find$S............... . 
IE: ATE detec he DEE, suede: Paieabiieiesee ee 
Pe PALL ns iene Ese, 
Province 


If you wish copies mailed to your friends, send their addresses to us 
and 26c. each and we will send in a mailing tube post paid any number 
of copies you desire. A more pleasing evidence that your friends remain 
unforgotten could not be sent. It contains six full-page half-tone photo- 
engravings of Canadian scenery and incidents, specially painted for this 
number by the best Canadian artists ; half a dozen half-pages, all original 
and beautiful, besides a score of copied pictures in the best style of the 
leading engravers of the United States and Canada. 


Where Roads Meet—a story - - - - By E. E. Sheppard 
With Vistor Hugo - ~ ~ - ~ By Louis Frechette 
Only a Younger Son 7 - - - - ~ By Seranus 
Story ot a Skull - ~ - . - - By Alex. F. Pirie 
Tangles - - - - ~ - By Frances Burton Clare 


By Louise Markscheffel 
- By P. MeArthur 

- - By D. A. MeKellar 
By William Wilfred Campbell 


A Sermonette on Guests - - - - 
The Funny Man’s Garden - ° “ ‘ 
Why Smith Never Married - - 
On a Summer Shore - - - 


Indian Summer - - - - - By Charles G. D. Roberts 
Prairie Sonnets - - - - - By Nicholas Flood Davin 
Cathedral Peak . . - - - - By E. W. Sandys 
The Idlers - - - . - - By E. Pauline Johnson 
Last Winter; This Summer - - . - By Wm. McLennan 
A Legend of the Mackinac - - - - By Grace E. Denison 
Crows - - - - - - - By Sophia M. Almon 


Berrypicking Time . - . - - By Samuel Hunter 
Ard other selections complete the contents of this finest holiday paper 


issued in Canada. 


NOTICE | 


ADVANCE IN PRICE 


OF 








: Boys’ 
oe 2-piece 
Owing to the series of advances suits 
in price on the American market we 
are compelled to make a corres- selling 
ponding advance on Sterling Silver in 
Flatware, and until further ellis 
we will sell both plain and fancy $2.75 
patterns at $1.95 per oz. 
during 
REDUCTION IN PRICE 
August 


To offset the above advance. We 
have decided to give a discount on 
all kinds of Friendship Rings of 26 
per cent. for the month of August 


only. 


Brown s dewelry Store 


110 YONGE STREET | 





219 and 221 Yonge Street 


Corner Shuter Street 





CARD 





Having on hand a large and 


! 
| 
| 
| 
varied stock of Imported \Eseeswsuene nn 


Cream Henrietta and Silk ; never worn ; half price; Mur- 
ray’s. On view at 28 Edward Street. 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and : 
Simplified 
COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 
MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 


Waist Linings and Dresses Cut. 
‘ORSETS MADE TO Satistac- 
tion guaranted. 


426 1-2 Yonge St. 


(Just south of College) 


Coats and Vests for Summer 
wear, and desirous of clearing 
them out |amofferingthemat | 
greatly reduced prices. Also | 
a special discount of ten per | 
cent. on all custom work in 
the next thirty days. 
HENRY A. TAYLOR 
The Fashionable West End Tailor 





No. 1 Rossin House Block 
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Out of Town. 


(Continued from Page Eleven.) 


delightful trip, as the weather was charming, 
A few went by train, then both parties met in 
Orillia and had an exceedingly pleasant time, 
and it will be ages indeed before the members 
of this club can forget the kindness and yg 
tality of their felons in Orillia, who were in- 
defatigable in their efforts to make the few 
hours enjoyable that were allotted to the visit- 
ing club to be spent in their town. Instead of 
going into details I will just give the result of 
the match, viz.: Barrie was successful in 
seventeen setts totwo gained by Orillia. The 
last game and the remaining singles will be 

layed off on the day of the return match. 
Those from Barrie who took part in the tourna- 
ment were Miss Kortright, Miss Spry, Miss 
Stewart, Miss N. Baker, Mr. W. A. Boys, Mr. 
C. Stewart, Mr. H. Ardagh, Mr. D. Stewart. 

Mrs. W. King of Montreal and child are 
spending a few weeks in town. Her old friends 
are pleased to see her again. s 

Mrs. L. Beatty left this week to visit friends 
in Cobourg. 

Miss Miller and Mr, E, Ager of Toronto are 
the guests of Mrs. D. Holmes. 5 

Mr. G. Morgan of Toronto is spending a few 


weeks with a camping party at Big Bay Point. 
OcULAIRE, 


BELLEVILLE. 
Mr. Robert and Miss Mathison have returned 


Mr, and Mrs. Robert Neilson of Kansas City 
are visiting Mrs, Neilson of John street. 

Mr. and Mrs, A. G. Northrop and Mrs. George 
are at the Thousand Islands. S 

Mr. Belfield Grannum of the Bank of Com- 
merce has resigned his position and intends 
leaving for Edinburgh, Scotland, this month. 

Mr. Ferris of the ~~" of a has 

one on a relieving trip to Stratford. 

: Rev. S. Daw, seaber Me Christ Church, Mr. J. 
H. Simpson and sons intend leaving next week 
for a canoeing trip on the lakes in North Hast- 
. ings. i 

Mr. W. Douglas has returned from his holi- 
day trip to Brantford. - 

Mr. and Mrs. J. Imrie Ashcroft, nee McGann, 
of Cote St. Antoine, Montreal, are visiting 
relatives here. ’ 

Mr. J. Lyons Biggar and family are at the 
Sandbanks, Prince Edward County. 

Miss May Biggar is the guest of Mrs. John 
Bell at Wellington, Prince Edward County. 

Miss Mae Smith and Miss Welding of Brant- 
ford are the guests of Mrs. R. Mathison. 

Miss Hattie Willson, daughter of Dr. B. S. 
Willson, is at the Island, Toronto, with Mrs. 
Sankey. 


Got to Have Some Sporting News. 
*‘ How about that prize fight out in the sub- 
urbs ?” inquired the managing editor. . 
‘*Didn’t come off. Police stopped it,” an- 
swered the night editor. 


TORONI1O SATURDAY NIGHT. 


SUMMER SALE 


but they said this was the head man of the iron 
road.” ‘Pah, pig, hold your to e.” Then, 
coldly turning to me, he said that he wished to 
speak in private to the manager of the railway. 
I at once asked my assistant to leave the room, 
but the pasha stopped him, and asked : ‘‘ Who 
is the manager here?” I said: “I am, and I 
shall be most happy if I can be of service to 
ou.” The pasha gave a low whistle,and then, 
ginning to grin, said: ‘“‘True? Then I have 
made a mistake. I called to complain to you of 
your own conduct the day before yesterday, 


and was going to ask for your dismissal. What | 


shall Ido now?” ‘“ Have coffeeand acigarette, 
and believe me it was only the utter impossibil- 
ity of doing as you wiehed that forced me to 
leave you on the road.” 


Manitou Resort, Lake Nipissing. 

These islands, unequalled for their pictur- 
esque beauty and the fine bass fishing around 
them, are now thrown open to the public. 
Beautiful camp sites are free to parties pre- 
ferring to camp. A private steam yacht runs 
twice daily to North Bay, five miles distant. 
The finest bathing beach in Canada extends 
for a quarter of a mile in front of house and 
camping grove. An excursion leaves Toronto 
on July 31, for North Bay. For further par- 
ticulars write to Manager ‘‘ Manitou,” North 
Bay P. O. 


Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
ri Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


GF°- EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 138 Cariton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births, 


ALLAN—At Hamilton, on July 31, Mrs. J. G. Allan—a 
daughter. 

MacDOUGALL—At Toronto, on August 1, Mrs. Mac- 
Dougall—a son. 

SIEVERT—At Toronto, on July 20, Mrs. John A. Sievert 
—a son. 

WHITE—At Toronto, on July 28, Mrs. Stuart White—a 
son, still born. 

RADCLIFFE—At Toronto, on August 3, Mrs. William 
Radcliffe—twin girls. 

McCALLUM—At Owen Sound, on August 1, Mrs. J. F. 
McCallum—a daughter. 

HASTINGS—At Toronto, on August 5, Mrs. C. J. Has- 
tin 


Jae LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 





a son. 
cILVENNY—At Toronto, on August 5, Mrs. J. W. Mc- 
Ilvenny—a daughter. 

PROCTOR—At Toronto, on ‘August 3, Mrs. William 
Proctor—a son. 

REID—At Toronto, on August 4, Mrs. George P. Reid—a 
daughter. 

HAMILTON—At Toronto, on July 30, Mrs. Alexander 
Hamilton—a son. 


DURING AUGUST 


Positive Mark Down in All Departments 


One month of Marvellous Bargain Getting for the people. Bargains in eve: y department each day for the 


month of August. The ever ceaseless cycle of time brings round on a move the season for our 


GREAT ANNUAL MIDSUMMER CLEARING SALE 


S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


Nine hundred and ninety-nine different 
manufactures represented in this department. 


Below we mention a few of the many useful 
articles to be found here and their tempting 


Boys’ and Men’s Clothing, Mantles and Millinery, Fancy Dry Goods, Dress Goods and Silks 
Carpets and Hause Furnishing 


R. WALKER 
LADIRS’ 


83, 35 and 37 King Street East 
18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street — 


& SONS 
WATERPROOF CIRCULARS 


SPECIAL SALE 


Having purchased a Manufacturer’s stock of these 
goods at 76c. on the dollar, we will for the balance of 
the month offer a special discount of 25 per cent. off 
our regular prices. These goods range in price from 
$2.50 to $12 and are certainly the cheapest rubber 
goods ever offered in the city. 


THE GOLDEN CROWN 
240 and 242 Yonge Street 


from their trip to the Pacific coast. 
| 


‘* Any baseball games played here this after- 
noon?” ; P 

“None of any consequence. It rained. 

‘* Wasn’t there any racing to-day?” 

“None. Postponed on account of 
weather.” y 5 

‘** Any baseball, racing, or prize ring news by 
telegraph?” 


WARWICK—At Toronto, on July 25, Mrs. John Warwick 


MACLEAN & MITCHELL 
THE ALLIANCE 


rices. 
= Baskets of every description from 0c. to 
$2.50. Lunch, Work Baskets, Clothes Baskets, 
Baby's Baskets, Picnic Baskets, Children’s 
Wicker Chairs, &c. 

Purses—1,000 sample Purses on sale, no two 


—a son. 

PARKHILL—At Toronto, on August 2, Mrs. A. E. Park- 
hill—a son. 

MILLS—At Ridgetown, on August 3, Mrs. N. Mille—a 
daughter. 

PATTERSON—At Toronto, on August 4, Mrs. R. L. 
Patterson—a son. 
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“ Hardly any.” 

“Then take that war news from Central 
America out of the Brevities by Wire corner, 
put ascare head on it, and run it at the head of 
the sporting column. Great Gallagher! We've 
got to have something in that department !”— 
Chicago Tribune. 


-_ 


Greased it Once. 


I had been looking over the battle fields 
around Marietta, Ga., and was five miles from 
the town when a cracker came along with an 
ox and a cart and offered me a lift. After rid- 
ing some distance, I realized that both wheels 
were sadly in need of grease, and I asked him 
why he didn’t lubricate. 

* What fur?” he asked. 

“To make the cart draw more easily.” 

‘“*Sho! This yere ox doan’ mind. He ‘un 
doan’ know.” 

** But it would stop the squeaking.” 

“Yes. I reckon, but the squeakin’ doan’ 
hurt.’ 

**It would save your wheels,” I finally said. 

**Sho! This old cawt ain’t wuth savin’.” 

** Didn't you ever grease it?” I persisted. 

*“Once. A Yankee rode to town with me 
and bought me a box of stuff.” 

** How did it work?” 

** Mighty slick, but we dun spread it on hoe 
cake, and ate it all up in a week.”—WN. Y. Sun, 


—- 


A Sweet Thing on Ice. 
A popular coat of arms among the nouveaux 
riche this season is a chunk of ice, ice-pick and 
motto: Help Yourself,—Detroit Free Press. 


——= 


A Working Manager Was Beyond Him. 


When the railroad was built through Bul- 
garia, about twenty years ago, the whole busi- 
ness of constructing and running it was in the 
hands of the English. The contractor's habit 
of looking after everything personally greatly 
puzzled the Turks. They could not make out 
who were in authority, At one time, wkena 
construction train was to be run from a country 
station down to Verna, a local pasha came 
up to the man who was dispatching the train 
and asked for a passage. The favor was 
granted. Then the official wanted the train 
to wait until his baggage arrived. After a 
delay of an hour or so, a string of fifty bullock 
carts appeared with ‘* baggage.’ The Turk 
was promptly informec that the train could 
not take such a load, and would not take 
any part ot it. The man in charge ordered the 
train tostart. The pasha was left behind, in- 
dignantly threatening to complain to the man- 
ager. Two days later the Turk was in Varna, 
inquiring for the superintendent of the rail- 
way. He found his way to the office, and was 
announced by a servant as ‘One great big 
pasha; he come see you, sare.” It was not 
until after the injured pasha had seated him 
self that he discovered before him the very man 
whom he had to complain of. The interview is 
reported by the guilty party. In a rage the Turk 
turned to his servant and said: ‘‘ Eshek(ass), you 
have madea mistake!’ ** Yes, Effendi, I have 


Marriages. 

RUTHERFORD—McFARLANE—At St. Thomas’ church, 
on August 6, by Rev. J. O. Roper, rector, R. Percival 
Rutherford, youngest son of the late E. H. Rutherford 
Northfield, Toronto, to Edith Arnoldi, only daughter of 
John M. McFarlane, grand niece of the late Right Rev. 
Duncan McFarlane, D.D., L.L.D., of Glasgow Cathedral, 
Principal of Glaegow University, and of Dr. McFarlane of 
the same city. ° 

BROWN—HANDBIDGE—At Toronto, on July 30, 
Arthur D. Brown to Sadie Hanbidge. 

McLEOD—McPHERSON—At Kincardine, on July 30, 
Rev. A. J. McLeod of Medicine Hat, Assa., to Lillie Mc- 
Pherson. 

POUND—CAMPBELL—At Toronto, on July 31, Ernest G. 
Pound to Minnie Campbell. 

PELL—BARNES—At Toronto, on July 30, H. Sutton 
Pell to Louise Barnes. 

ROSE—AUSTIN—At Montreal, on July 31, John B. Rose 
to Charlotte De Clare Austin. 

WILLIAMSON—FOSTER—At Toronto, on Ji ly 31, John 
Burton Williamson of Selkirk, Scotland, to M: rie roster. 

SCOTT—McBRIDE—At Toronto, on July 29, David H. 
Scott to Mabel McBride. 


Deaths. 


BAUGHMAN—Drowned while bathing at Storey Lake on 
August lst, F. W. Baughman, Disciple Minister of Bowman- 
ville, age 27 years. Much lamented by a large circle of 
friends. 

CASSELS—At Toronto, on July 31, W. G. Cassels, aged 
79 ¥ > 
GRANT—At Toronto, on August 5, Lewis Grant, aged 22 
years. 

KENNEDY—At Guelph, on August 5, Mrs. David 
Kennedy, aged 56 yeare. : 

RUSSELL—At Brantford, on July 3, Mrs. Robert 
Russel), aged 67 years. 

BUTLER—At Toronto, on August 3, Thomas Butler, 
aged 21 years, 

NAPOLITANO—At Toronto, on July 30, Mrs. E. Napoli- 
tano, aged 20 years. 

WILSON—At Toronto, on August 1, Violet Edna Wilson, 
aged 1 year. 

ATKINSON—At Tororto, on August 2, Thomas Atkin- 
son, aged 1 year. 

AIKEN—At Toronto, on August 3, Jane Eliza Aiken, 
aged 17 years. 

DOYLE—At Toronto, on August 2, Patrick Doyle, aged 
46 years 

ROGERS— Alma Mary, infant daughter of M. J. and 
A. C. Rogers. 

COPLAND—At Toronto, on August 3, Charles Arthur 
Montanair Copland, aged 9 months. 

HITCHCOCK—At Toro: to, on August 5, Mrs. Caroline 
Hitchcock, aged 82 years. 

MORSE —At Toronto, on August 5, Victoria May Morse, 
aged 5 months 

RISEBROUGH—At Newtonbrock, on August 4, Mrs. 
John H. Risebrough, aged 29 years. 

BRIGGS—At Parkcale, on August 3, Gertrude Mander 
Rest Briggs. 

CREELMAN—On August 3, Laura Cumming Creelman, 
aged 1 year. 

McGEARY—At Toronto, on August 3, Willie McGeary. 

STURROCK—At Niagara-on-the-Lake, on August 4, 
Lizzie Sturrock 





R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. C. D. S. 
Otfice—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 
. Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and ’84. 
14 Gerrard Street East, Toronto, _Tele. 2266 


G. ADAMS, Dentist 


Office 346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Resi- 
dence— 86 Hazelton Ave., Toronto, Ont. Tel. No. 2064. 


CANADA'S HIGH-CLASS PIANOFORTE. 


THE MASON 
[las the 


& RISCH PIANO 
teputation 


its matchless tone qualities command the highest appreciation of every true musician. 


Eminent pianists speak of Taz Mason & Riscu Tone as a distinguishing feature. 


Its 


brilliancy, purity, and delicacy ; its responsive sympath; with the artist's most fastidious 
taste, and its grand range of expression, are characteristic qualities which distinguish Tax 
Mason & Riscu Tone from that of all other makes of pianotorteés, 


WAREROOMS | 


32 KING STREBT WEST 
653 QUEEN STREET WEST 


TORONTO 


for 25e. 


assortment of Chtelaine Bags in felt and 
leather from 0c, each. 

Silverware, all quadruple plate, at manu- 
Sacturer's prices. 

Perfumes—Colgate’s, Rimmel's, Lubin’s and 
other notec’ makers at lowest prices. 

Soap—Pear’s, lc; Colgate’s Castile, 10c.; 
Cashmere Bouquet, 27c.; Curkish, 9c. 

Tappan's, Colgate’'sand Pear's Face Powders 
—‘* White Mist,” “ Pallenine,” ““Bon Bon- 
naire,” &ce, 

Bay Rum, #c., and Vaseline, 12c., war- 
ranted pure; Puff Boxes, 124c.; Whisks, 5c.; 
Hair Brushes, with mirror, 25c.;' Combs, from 
5c.; Fans, 100 different kinds, from I10c.; 
Knives, Scissors, Fancy Hair Pins, Jewelry, 
Belts, Tooth and Nail Brushes, Sponges, 
Toilet Sets in Zylonite, beautiful goods, equal 
to tortoise shell, amber and ivory. 


BOOKS AND STATIONERY 


Novels by celebrated authors, 9c. each or 3 
Cloth bound books in fifty ave 

titles at 25c, each. Cedar Pencils round leads, 
at 5c. per dozen. Note Paper, two quires for 
dc. Envelopes at 2c. per packet. Children's 
Toy Books, Paints, Puzzles, Desks, &c., at low 


went of! Ch 0c. to $1 each, and a nice 


prices at 


R. SIMPSONS, 8. W. cor. Yonge and (ueen 


SEND TO 


HARRY WEBB’S 


FOR ESTIMATES For 


Dinners 
At Homes 
Weddings 
Banquets 
Ball Suppers 
Receptions, etc. 


EVERY MINUTI4 


66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto | 


23.50 





We are selling a 


BRUROOM SUITE 


with Bevel, British MIRROR PLATE, 
— or circular, beautifully fin 
ished in ANTIQUE for above price. 

You should secure one of those 
plums. 


R. POTTER & CO. 


Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 


wel 
LARGEST AND BEST ASSORMENT OF 


At 20 per cent. less than any other house in the city. All 


GEO. E. TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 


BOND AND INVESTMENT COMPANY 


OF ONTARIO, Limited 


INCORPORATED FEB, 27, 1890 - CAPITAL, $1,000,000 


GENERAL OFFICES: 
27 and 29 Wellington Street East 
TORONTO 


This Company undertakes agencies of every description, and trusts, such in 
companies and others, conversion of railway and other eerietes Will a careful attention * ose en 


ties. Will act as agente for is uing or countersigning certificates of stock, Londs, or other obligations. 
Receives and invests siuking funds and invests moneys generally for others and offc rs the So terms therefor. 
Every dollar invested with or through this Company earns the ighest returns ard is absolutely eafe. 
tHE INVESTMENT BONDS ot 
_ ‘MENT BONDS cf the Company are issued in amounts of #100 and 
ments for accumulative investments of quail amavente, monthly, or at la : alia wan ree 


sistent with security. 
Correspondence solicited and promptly replied to. 


The Alliance Bond and Investment Company of Ontario (Limited) 


TORON.O, ONT. 
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‘CHOSEN - BY:PEOPLE - OF -AL SSES: 
‘AS ‘THE *MO°ST: PERFECT: PIANOFORTE: 
IN - TONE ; TOUCH -AND -DURABILITY - - 

- - YET: PRODUCED-IN-CANADA.- - - - 
INSPECTION: °F -°UR-PIAN°S: WILL: - 
- -PROVE-THE -JUSTICE:°F- - - - 
RE ase alae me! aS Bd a 9 |, UN RI Seet ete e ea ve 
DOMINION - PIAN®-&: ORGAN: CO 


WAREROM™S. 68 KING STREET, WEST. 


> J 


34 and 36 Front Street East 


f to mai t 
collection of loans, rents, interest, dividends, debts, mortgages, debentures, bonds, billa, notes, auinae rk abae meee. 


r periods for terms of years frcm fi 
and the investor is not only absolutely protected againet loss of a single flier, but can rely peti the largest euioneeet 





HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 
GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronte 





